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WITHIN AN ACE. 



CHAPTEß I. 

Hero, or no Hero? 

"'Lol the conq'ring hero comes!'" roUed out a 
sonoroos bass voice. 

There foUowed on this announcement a rustle as 
of wings , and a group of girls ran from all parts pf 
the room to Cluster round the Speaker. One leant 
on bis Shoulder, trying to peep into the letter he 
held aloft, another hung on his arm, pulling it down 
in the hope to satisfj her curiosity; a third knelt 
before him, unconsciouslj taking the attitude of 
Thetis petitioning Jove. May, his pretty May, the 
most backward to come, he seized with his strong 
right band, drawing her down on his knee. It was 
a pleasant picture of home. 

Imagine a father in the very noon of manhood, 
tall, stalwart, a large head still clothed with crisp 
chestnut curls, though the ample forehead is higher 
and broader than it had been som« I^ti ^^^^^ "^^^^ 
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vious: clear hazel eyes, a well-shaped nose, a moutl 
beautiful in form and expression. Goodness wai 
written on this man^s face in distinct characters 
ELis three daughters resembled him; but the second 
the one on bis knee, was bis softened perfectec 
image. 

Tbe girl leaning on Mr. Sinclair's sboulder wat 
bis adopted cbild. Catberine Leigbton, ahvays callec 
Cattie, was tbe one anxiety of tbe family. Beautj 
absolute, sucb as May 's, sbe did not possess, but s 
sometbing more — grace. Is sbe brünette or blonde; 
Her eyes, are ibey blue or black? Is sbe grave oi 
gay? Tbose wbo bad known ber longest could 
scarcely answer any of tbese queries. Is sbe clever r 
Tbat dark wonian writing at a distant table, would 
assure you tbat Cattie could do anytbing sbe pleased, 
Tbat red-baired old man reading Sbakspeare, and 
wbo bad not deigned to lift bis eyes on bis brotber's 
announcement, would bave growled out tbat "sbe 
would never do anytbing wortb doing." 

Uncle Dan, indeed, bas always a sarcasm ready 
for Cattie. By tbe by, be never calls ber Cattie, 
but invariably Miss Leigbton. He scorns ber music, 
ber drawing, ber dancing, propounds to the girls 
little ticklisb problems in tbe expectation of con 
founding and mortifying Cattie and procuring 
triumpb for bis darling May, wbom be believes 
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be a genius. But Cattie always divines the answer, 
while sweet May is knitting her lovely brows in vain 
perplexity. XJncle Dan is openly hostile to Cattie; 
he will not allow her any share of personal attraction. 
He predicts that she will end on the stage, that 
abomination of desolation to a rigid Scotch Pres- 
byterian. He is never even touched when some 
demonstration of his ill-will has brought tears to her 
eyes. The truth is, uncle Dan has a clear perception 
that Cattie is terribly captivating, and he is jealous 
of her for May's sake. 

Miss Toynbee, the dark lady in the yellow 
turban ä la Sta'el^ is the governess. She has been 
with the Sinclairs ever ßince Mrs. Sinclair's death. 
For two years after her entrance ruto the family, 
she had been universally suspected of an Intention 
to marry Mr. Sinclair. But he declared on his 
honour that she had never made him any direct or 
indirect proposition of the kind, always adding, "The 
only fault 1 have to find with her, is her making 
me listen to her verses. To quiet her, I once printed, 
at my expense, her tragedy of Anadne, but the dear 
creature must find some less classical subject if she 
means to be read.^' 

"Bessie and May and Carry Sinclair are three 
angels,'' would Miss Toynbee say, "but with no 
sacred fire, not a spark to blow into a flaxiaÄ^ tcxTe 
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ä terre^ their spirits cling to the earth. Cattie, now, 
her soul has wings, she will soar into the empyrean, 
she will leave a track of flame behind her!'' 

At the sound of Mr. Siiiclair's voice, Miss Toyn- 
bee^s pen had remained in mid air, between the 
paper and the inkstand. 

"What hero, dear Dar?" exclaimed Cattie. "Is 
it Lord Clyde, or Burton, or ?" 

"No, no," laughed Mr. Sinclair; "restrain your 
imaginations, young ladies, it is only .... but there," 
putting the coveted letter into Cattie's band, "read 
it aloud for the general benefit." 

Cattie read as follows: — 

St. Blazc, Jaly 30. 

"Dear Mr. Sinclair, — 
"I have been doing as I would be done by 
— ^helping my neighbour. Since my stay here I 
have become intimate with a Comtesse de Jen9ay 
and her son. They belong to the old noblesse of 
France. She, indeed, is a type of a class of French- 
women almost extinct; she. is by birth and family 
tradition a Royalist, — you understand, an out-and- 
out Legitimist, — concealing under affable manners 
the pride of Lucifer. She is besides fiercely XJl- 
tramontane, and in spite of a certain leaven of 
Regency latitudinarian ideas, an upholder of Popes, 
priests, and all thereunto belongiag. 
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"She and her Bon differ, I believe, on every 
point, on religion, politics, I was going to add on 
morals also; at all events, he is certainlj less lax 
in speech than she is. I confess my sympathies are 
with the connt. although I admit he Letimes carries 
bis Opposition too far. She can see no good in 
modern notions, he none in those of the old regime. 
She resists the notion of equality, and he upholds it 
by Word and deed. I fancy, but I am not sure of 
this, that mother and son hs^ye neyer been on cordial 
terms since the marriage of Mdlle. de Jen^ay. How- 
eyer that may be, it is certain that Gönnt Armand 
wishes to pay England and Scotland a yisit. He 
says that he wants to study out institutions änd 
countryfolk; but as his mother was lamenting to me 
yesterday that she had found him some delicions 
Vpartis' in English young ladies to marry, I suspect 
my count^s desire to see the British Isles has another 
motiye than to gain Information. * If he would only 
marry, ch^re dame,' says the old Comtesse, *I could 
leaye this place and retum to Korne, to the sociaty 
of my dear agreeable cardinals, — for they a/re agree- 
able. They are witty, subtle, neyer worry you with 
a continual yeaming after this and that, they keep 
to what has been; and at all eyents they know what 
they want, which those of my son's school do not.' 

"I haye giyen M. de Jen^ay a letter of mtt<i- 
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duction to you, mj old friend, and, trust me, I 
would not have done so had I not known bim to 
be an bonourable young man." 

"Ay, we are all bonourable men," growled Uncle 
Dan. 

Cattie went on: — 

" The Count is also a polisbed man of tbe world, 
more given, I sbould say, to *effleurer les gens' 
(make Miss Toynbee translate tbat pbrase if sbe can, 
for I cannot,) tban to form friendsbips." 

*''Just so superficial, that^s wbat tbe Jargon means," 
again interrupted uncle Dan; but tbis timeOattie did 
not stop. 

"He is certainly not of an expansive nature, 
listen^ ratber tban speaks. I bope I am not im- 
pressing you unfavourably towards a person I really 
like and esteem, as my introducing bim to you 
proves. Perbaps you will be able, tbrougb some of 
your Clients, to get bim some sbooting and deer- 
stalking; you would confer an Obligation on me by 
so doing. My love to you all. Miss Toynbee will 
bave an opportunity of sbowing bow well an 
Englisbwoman wbo bas never been in France can 
speak Frencb. M. de Jen^ay understands Englisb 
well, be can speak it in Frencb fasbion. I beg 
Cattie will be merciful." * 

Tbe letter was signed, "Elizabeth Patterson." 
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"Well, I am disappointed," exclaimed Cattie, as 
she laid down the letter. 

"Papa, why did you^ay a conquering hero was 
Coming?" asked Tottie. 

"I made a blander, my dear," retumed her 
father, gravely. "We are above caring aboutFrench 
Counts." 

"A conquering hero, however, does mean some- 
one who has conquered something, which this Count 
never has," retorted Cattie. 

"Bis mother seems to have fumished him with 
opportnnities for conquering himself, and I hope he 
has availed himself of them; bat I plead guilty of 
giving false information, and I beg pardon for myself 
and the Count. We must do the best we can for 
him," added Mr. Sinclair. 

The writer of the letter was one of the oldest 
friends of the Sinclair family, and that means a 
great deal in Scotland; so, though uncle Dan might 
gmmble and the young ladies fame at the prospect 
of a French visitbr, Mrs. Patterson's recommendation 
wonld be attended to. 

Bessio, as lady of the house, was perplexed as to 
which spare room she should allot to the Count. 
In general, bachelors were lodged on the highest 
Soor, b'ut in his character of foreigner and noble. 
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she donbted whether he ought not to have the best 
room. 

. "To be sure," said Mr. Sinclair. "Thongh he 
is not a hero, still we have not counts every day to 
Visit ns. Eh, May, what do you say?" 

"The little green room looking into the garden 
is the prettiest: and the smell from the mignonette 
below is perfectly delicious/' 

"Then the green room let it be; and he won't 
be a count worth his porridge if he does not appre- 
ciate the mignonette." 

"Who were the first whistlers, papa?" here 
called out Tottie. "Do you give it up? The 
winds, when they whistled *Over the hills and far 
away.' " 

"Oh! Tottie, be quiet," said Bessie. "Papa, 
you must please remember to bring some fish from 
town to-morrow." 

"That's my good Bessie," observed uncle Dan. 
"The idea of a count only suggests fish to her. I 
should like to know Miss Leighton's thoughts on the 
same subject." 

"Of fish, sir?" said Cattie, demurely. 

"Yes, Miss Leighton; of fish for women's nets." 

"If you mean the Count by your metaphor, sir, 
I feel curiosity — that's allowable, I hope. Yes, I 
should like to see a Frenchman who is neither a 
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master nor a hairdresser. I should be glad to see 
what a French gentleman is like.'^ 

Cattie spoke with a pure English accent, and her 
voiee was a rare one, powerfal, yet sweet; but when- 
ever she spoke to uncle Dan there was always a 
twang of iriitation in it. 

After an instantes pause, she added, "You have 
heard Bessie^s thoughts and mine; why don't you 
ask what are May's?" 

"Just about our white frocks, dear," said May, 
answering for herseif, with the intonation of her 
native town, which in her was pretty. 

"Don't set to puUing caps for the Count," said 
Mr. Sinclair. 

"Oh! papa," exclaimed Tottie; "as if any of ua 
would ever care for a Frenchman!" 
"You forget his title, my dear." 
"Who cares for French titles?" said Tottie, with 
a droU toss of her little head. "It's not the same 
as an English one." 

"A clever discovery," put in Miss Toynbee. 
"And pray why don't you consider a French title 
äquivalent to an English title?" 

"Because it isn't," returned Tottie, indignantly. 
"No one would ever make me believe it was. I hate 
Frenchmen, that I do." 

"ßeasons, reasons!" said her father. 
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"They are onr natural enemies; and I am sure 
they hate us," answered Tottie. 

"The Scotch are like the Jews," said Miss 
Toynbee. ^ "They believe themselves to be the 
favoured people of God. They go out to spoil their 
neighbours while they hold them as an abomina- 
tion." 

"I look on a Cosmopolite and an Atheist as 
much the same thing," retorted uncle Dan, in a 
Yoice like the crackling of thoms. 

"Miss Toynbee," called out Tottie, "why should 
your nose and chin be like you and uncle Dan?" 

"They are not, you silly child." 

"Yes they are, because words are always passing 
between them." 

"Do, Tottie, be done with those nonsensical 
riddles. Nobody cares for them," said Bessie. 

"Just one more, dear Bessie. What jams had 
they in the ark? I'U teil you, dear. Preserved 
pears. Do you understand?" 

"No*, and I don't care to do so." 

"Pairs, dear," said the irrepressible Tottie. 

"Be quiet, Tiggles," whispered Cattie. 

Carry had three or four diminutives by which 
she was known. To call her Tiggles was to silence 
her. 

Mr. Sinclair, as if waking out of a dream, said, 
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"Talking of nets and fish, rominds me of a pretty 
duet that was populär in my very young days — my 
mother nsed to sing it." 

"It's in the old blue book," said Bessie. 

And May and Cattie were presently joining their 
fresh young voices in the fishing duet. May had a 
clear bird-like pipe-, but Cattie had a grand mezzo- 
soprano voice, such as you seldom hear off the 
stage. 

Mr. Sinclair lay back in bis chair with closed 
eyes, beating time on bis knee. There was a smile 
onhis lips; but when he opened bis eyes, they were 
brimful of bot unshed tears. 

The two girls waited for the usual, "Thank you, , 
my dears — very well sung." As the praise and 
thanks did not come, May went to bis side. 

"Asleep again, papa?" 

He looked at her, and said, "Your music, chil- 
dren, brought to my recollection some liues of Long- 
fellow'," and he went on, in a low tone, stroking 
May's hair the while, — 

Come back , yo friendships long departed , 
That likc o'orflowiDg streamlets started , 
And now arc dwindlcd , one by one 
To stony Channels in tho suu! 
Come back! ye friends whoso livcs aro ended, 
Come back , wlth all that ligbt attcnded , 
Which seemed to darken and dccay 
When ye arose and went away. 

Wiihin an Ace. ^ 
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AIm! onr memory may retrace 
Each circnmstance of time and place % 
Season aad seene come back again, 
And outward things onchaaged remain, 
The rest we cannot reinstate , 
Ourselvea we cannot recreate , 
Nor set onr sools to the same key 
Of the remembered harmony. 

Before he pronounced the last words, the girls 
were all again clustered abont him; loving eyes 
looked up to his, loving hands caressed him. They 
were sony becanse they saw he was sad; but as yet 
they knew sorrow only by name. How could they 
realize the feelings, sympathise with the regrets of 
one so removed from them by experiences of many 
kinds? 

Miss Toynbee had stopped her busy pen to 
listen. For an instant something like a cloud passed 
over and softened her flashing black eyes; then she 
Said, "No use looking back. Forward — always foi*- 
ward." 

"Sayrather, * Higher — ^always higher,' " returned 
Mr. Sinclair. 

"The same thing, sir, is it not?" 

"If the end be Heaven," he replied. 

"Of course, sir; but as we are on the earth, I 
take it for granted we are meant to interest our- 
selves in this planet of onrs." 
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"By writing poems and cultiyating the arts," 
Said uncle Dan. 

^' All that serves to carry on civilization is a good 
worfi; Mr. Daniel." 

" Civilization I" repeated uncle Dan. "Ay, 
that's the modern, cry, the excuse for eveiy foUy 
Qowadays. War! Oh! an excellent thing. It carries 
civilization into New Zealand or the Fegee Islands. 
We murder some twenty thonsand innocent crea- 
tures, hreak mothers' hearts — what consequence? 
Civilization spreads." 

"üncle Dan would prefer paint to broadcloth," 
Said Cattie, in a low voice to May. 

Uncle Dan tumed on her immediately. .. 
"A young lady like Miss Leighton is of conrse 
an authority on the subject." 

Cattie grew very red; but she wonld not allow 
herself to be so pnt down. She warmed to the 
attack. 

^*I hme read about civilization, sir; and I know 
that conqnest by a snperior race does civilize the 
inferior." 

"Exterminate, Miss Leighton; that's what your 
reading shonld have taught you. Pray, how did the 
conqnest of the Spaniards civilize Mexico? How 
have the red skins fared since the advent into their 
country of Europeans? The inferior, Miss Leighton, 
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IS extingoished, not civilized, hj the superior race. 
Keep to your trillings and quaverings, and your 
card-box painting. Women are never so agr^eable 
as when they remain in their own sphere." ^ 

Miss Toynbee threw aside her pen with a decided 
movement. 'J 

"Why is there to be one sphere for man and 
one for woman, Mr. Daniel? Scripture calls woman 
man's helpmate, and not a doli for the amusement 
of bis leisure bours. We have brains as well as 

yon." 

Uncle Dan cleared bis tbroat significantly. 
"And bands and bearts." 
"Sometimes," put in tbe adversary. 

» 

"All we ask for is a fair field and no favour." 

"You want all tbe field and all tbe favour into 
tbe bargain. Yes, yes; force yonrselves into man^s 
arena, make yonrselves lawyers, doctors, preacbers, 
soldiers, dentists, for wbat I care; you'll be tbe 
sufferers. Just now, men work out of tenderness for 
tbeir women folk. Take out diplomas, set yonr- 
selves up in cbambers and offices, and see wbatUl 
come of it. Men will care no more about you, ex- 
cept to keep you back in tbe race." 

For years uncle Dan and Miss Toynbee bad 
battled tbese questions, and tbe combat bad generally 
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been brought to a conclusion, as now, hj the Inter- 
vention of May. 

"Let me alone, girl," the old man said. "Kisses 
are not argnments." 

"They stop them," laughed May, as she put her 
fresh young lips to his. 

Bad-tempered people are always declared to be 
rough diamonds, by their female advocates. If a 
man is morose, there is sure to be some woman who 
excnses him, by accusing his circulation; if he is 
violent, wounding every one forced into contact with 
him, well, of course, he has the defects of his virtues 
— has he not the wärmest of hearts? and so on. It 
is a pleasant Illusion, and renders life endurable. 

Uncle ©an was a very rough diamond. Bus 
whole person revealed that he was irascible. New 
acquaintances held aloof from him; the timid feit 
themselves become imbecile under the white heat of 
his pale grey eye. His very silence revealed an 
impatience that disturbed people^s presence of mind. 
What amount of will inust not this irritable man 
have exerted to be, what he invariably was, gentle 
to his brother and nieces, and, on the whole, for- 
bearing to the servants. 

One thing remained a puzzle to the outer world, 
and that was why, being the eider brother by many 
years, he was always called Mr. DanieL T\ä\ä5«K\. 



22 WITHIlü AN ACE. 

had arisen firom bis baving chosen to live in M 
Sinclair^s house, and to give np to Archie the hea« 
ship of the family. 

It was Miss Toynbee's privilege to break do^ 
uncle Dan's will, to make bim renounce bis tac 
turnity. Witb no other woman bad be ever co] 
descended to argae. Sbe said of bim tbat be w; 
tbe most even-tempered of men, be Was always crosi 
and be said of ber tbat, '^poor tbing, sbe bad a b< 
in ber bonnet." 

Cattie was tbe only inmate of Mayfield for wboi 
be bad no patience, and you migbt sooner ba\ 
levelled mountains or exalted Valleys tban bave u] 
rooted one of Mr. Daniel Sinclair's prejij^ices. • Tl 
girl berself protested tbat tbis dislike • bad bad i 
rise from ber baving once taken an iinread Ttmes i 
cnt out a pattem. Tbe misdemeanour bad bee 
committed soon afber sbe bad come to live witb A 
Sinclairs, six years ago; be bad passed sentence o 
ber tben as frivolous, vain, and affected, and be ba 
never retracted an iota of tbe condemnation. 

Uncle Dan's ideal woman was ber of tbe Boo 
of Proverbs: Sbe wbo rises early amd. watcbes lat< 
wbo overlooks ber maidens, and wbo, if sbe doc 
not spin tbe linen of tbe bousebold, sees tbat it i 
kept in good order. Of all creatures distasteful t 
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him it was a woman with artistic tastes. Anathema, 
maianatha. 

If uncle Dan was an micut diamond, Cattie was 
one with many facettes. Her character was a 
medley— an enigma to herseif and to every one 
about her. There was such a mixtore of loftj and 
trivial — of cold and hot — of love and hate — ^with 
now and then a bit of romance, that there was no 
Coming to any conclusion about her. Even a small 
show of kindness would make her adore jou to-day 
— ^an adoration that the slightest incident might 
tum ,to detestation. She would work with forty 
horse-power one week, the next remain idle and in- 
- different. "A capricious monkey," said uncle Dan. 

There Utas one person, however, excepted from 
all the changes of Cattie's humours, and that was 
Mr. Sinclair. With him she was humble and lovingv 
his will seemed her law. 

ÖnV the day that she was one-and-twenty, she 
had asked her guardian to let her have a quiet talk 
with him. She tried to express to him her intense 
gratitude for all he had done *fbr }ier. Cattie had 
not the gift of ready tears; in moments of great 
emotion hands and lips hardened to something of the 
rigidity of granite, but it was hnpossible for Mr. 
Sinclair to mistake the reality of the feeling she 
struBgled to put into words. £ut it was not alone 
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r 

her gratitude she had to confess. There was some- 
thing eise to be told. Cattie was worse than poor;, 
she was penniless, and Cattie wanted to make her- 
seif independent hj her own exertions. 

"Nonsense, mj dear! I should as soon have 
expected such a deelaration from Bessie or May." 

"But I am not your real child," replied Cattie, 
her lips quivering as she said this. 

"Is it a good feeling that dictated those words?" 
he asked. 

"I am not good. I don't think I was intended 
to be good." 

"HushI child." 

She seiaed his band, held it against her cold lips 
for an instant. 

"But you are an angel! I am grateful to you. 
Indeed, indeed, I do love^you; but hate is stronger 
than love with me." 

"Poor little soul!" ejaculated Mr. Sinclair. 

"I cannot be happy here any longer," went on 
Cattie, hurriedly. *'It will only get worse and worse." 

"It has been said, and said truly, Cattie, that 
we may change our>skies, but we always carry 
ourselves about with us. You will never, my poor 
child, have less cause for suflPering than you have 
here." 

"I don't say I shall be happier, but I shall be 
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better. I am growing wicked, dear Dar (the name 

^ slie had invented for Mr, Sinclair). I don't think 

'nncle Dan meant to do so mnch härm, bnt he has 

been a spirit of evil to me; he tempts me. No; I 

must go away." 

^^Is it possible that an old man's crabbedness, or 
.^his partiality for May — for a girl who loves you as 
a sister — can be the cause of such bittemess." 

"Not his love for May, poqj darling; but his in- 
justice to me. The pin-pricks he has been giving 
me for years have made me feel sore all over. Just 
as you make me good, he rouses all the bad nature 
in me. I can't help fancying he has an *evil eye.' 
If I stay he will bring some misfortune on me." 

"But what would you do? What are you fit 
for?" asked Mr. Sinclair, looking with pity and fear 
on the attractive, impulsive pleader. 

"I mean to be — I wish to be — ^Manmia said it 
was thö'best thing for me " Cattie hesitated. 

"What did your mother wish, my dear?" asked 
Mr. Sinclair, believing that Gattie's agitation was 
caused by the mention of her mother. 

"A singerj or — or — an actress." 

Mr. Sinclair had expected to hear that she wished 
to be a govemess or a companion. All the Scotch- 
man in him was roused by this declaration. For the 
first time since Cattie had^nown him, she saw a^l^^^k. 
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of anger on her benefactor's face. Before he could 
speak, she was on her knees. 

^^Don\ don^t saj anythiDg unkind to me. I can 
bear it from any one but you. I will obey you — 
indeed I will — in all things." 

"Then, my dear, give up all idea of such a 
means of gaining your livelihood. The tempting 
spirit is indeed at your ear, Cattie. He has shown 
you the world at your feet, but the conditions he 
exacts, Cattie, are you prepared to agree to them? 
Would you shut yourself out from what should be 
a woman^s Paradise? Have you never dreamed of 
a happy home, with a husband and children to love 
and cherish?" 

Cattie, who was now standing before him, shook 
her head roguishly: 

"No, dear Dar, I have never dreamed sueh 
dreams. I have never seen a man I thought I could 
endure as a husband. Everybody is so conmionplace. 
Of course, some of the people I see are very clever, 
and all that; but I had rather die, like the Lady 
of Shalott, than marry one of them." 

"You want plumes, and armour, and jackboots." 

"Anything would be better than the horrid coats 
in fashion; and such feet!" 

"You are a sillier child than I tbok you for — 
evidently not fit to guid% yourself. However, let 
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ns discuss your project a litüe more. How do you 
know 70U have the requisite talent for an actress or 
a singer? Tou may have a passion for an art, with- 
out any talent for it'^ 

"For two years before poor mamma died, I 
studied for the stage, — she said it was the onlj 
Chance for me; and the other day" — here Cattie 

reddened violently — "Mr. M hear^ me sing, 

and wrote to say he wonld engage me.'' 

"Pray, who is Mr. M ?" 

"The Impresario of Her Majesty's," replied 
Cattie, opening her eyes with astonishment that the 
question was necessary. 

"And when and where had Mr. M an op- 

portimity of hearing yon?" 

"He was down here a fortnight ago, and I 
begged old Parodi to ask him to come and hear me 
^g at his house. Parodi did not wish to do so, bat 
I made him. If there's any fault in the matter, it's 
entirely mine." 

"And Miss Toynbee, did she go with you to this 
rendezvous? " 

"No, I got Mrs. McKen^e to chaperone me." 

Mr. Sinclair was confounded by the whole of 
Cattie's confession. He had been accustomed to say, 
as all men do, that women were unaccoüntable crea- 
tures-, doing i*Tong with a good Intention^ — IiicIItjä^ 
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to crooked paths rather than straight ones, even 
when the end was laudable; but there had been 
with him, as with others, a mental reservation as re- 
garded his own housebold. They were for bim 
types of candour and simplicity. It was a trying 
moment wben Cattie sbook tbis conviction. He 
remained so long silent tbat Cattie toucbed bis band 
to ronse bim. 

"Did you ever read Mrs. Trimmer's story of tbe 
Kobins? I advise you to do so, my dear; for you 
remind me of tbat wilful Pecksy wbo would leave 
tbe nest, and feil and broke one of ber wings." 

"It was Flapsy, not Pecksy, dear Dar," said 
Cattie; "and as you bave told Flapsy to stay in tbe 
nest, wby, sbe will; but I sball never be a tarne 
bird, content to sing in a cage. I sball sprout out 
in some distressing way. I sball be a lecturer on 
woman^s wrongs, or a Primitive Metbodist preacber, 
or a fasbionable milliner. It may be sbockingly 
wrong, but I could not bear a jpg-trot life, to do to- 
morrow wbat I did to-day." 

"Notbing more bideously monotonous tban tb 
life of an actress, Cattie, — saying, singing, lookin^ 
tbe same tbings nigbt after nigbt." 

"Abi but it is glorious to bold tbousands o 
people silent, panting, interested only in you; f 
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move a thousand hearts as though they were but 



one. " 



, ^ "Promise not to take in future any snch decided 

^Itep as you have done without Consulting me. Take 

a year for reflection. You are your own mistress, 

my dear. I ask this as a favour. I have no right 

to control you." 

Cattie suddenly burst into tears. 

"There, you see you do not love me as your 
own child; it is all pity and charity: cruel, cruel." 

It was a difficult task to restore her to some 
calm. She mastered her emotion at length, but not 
one of all Mr. Sinclair's tender words had power to 
efface that unguarded phrase, "I have no right to 
control you," in which his unexpressed annoyance 
had clothed itself. 

"I shall never, never go against your will," she 
Said at last 

"Then you will give up all idea of the stage. 
Ah, child! child! a sore heart you have given me 
this night." 

From that time forth there was a change in 
Cattie's habits. She, who had been a bookworm, 
now scarcely ever opened a volume. She neglected 
her music with the same determination, irritating 
her tastes by contradiction. She who had always 
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tried to avoid a walk was now the first one to pro- 
pose some excnrsion: she even took to gardening. 

'^I don't understand you, Cattie/* said Miss 
Tojnbee, as sbe stood by, watching ber digging 
and Planung. 

"I am burying my first passion," was tbe reply. 

"Good beavens! girl." 

^^Mr. Sinclair bas refused bis consent, so tbere^s 
no more to be said.*' 

Miss Toynbee looked so puzzled tbat Cattie 
langbed and said: — 

"Yon are dying to know wbo l'objet aim^ can 
be. It is neitber Mr. Robertson, nor Davie McLean, 
nor Andrew Logan, nor any of tbe six Brodies; in 
fact, dear T., I never saw tbe beloved but in dreams." 

"Ab! I understand. I bope you never talk in 
tbis way to anybody eise, otberwise you migbt 
really be supposed to bave an unfortunate attacb- 
ment." 

"It would be no supposition." 

"Don't be obstinate and absurd, Cattie,'' said tbe 
govemess. 

But Cattie was botb very often. 
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CHAPTER IL 

The Hoar and the Man. 

Mb. Sinclair had bronght fish from town for 
eight consecntive days; the ninth he neglected to do 
80, and of course that was the very day Monsieur 
le Comte Armand de Jen^ay made his appearance at 
Mayfield. 

Miss Toynbee and the four girls were all in the 
drawing-room, ready dressed for dinner, but not as 
they would have been had they expected the French 
stranger. 

Tottie described the scene of his arrival in her 
diary, thus: — 

"My lord feil like a bomb among as. Miss 
Toynbee was so horridly put out because she had 
on her No. 3 turban — the frightfuUest of the three 
— ^that she forgot all her French. Bessie muttered, 
*No fish.' May blushed, and was perfeetly angelic. 
The darling Cattie first looked savage and ugly, 
then smiled, which makes her pretty enough. My 
frock was tom, so I hid behind la Toynbee, and 
my lord didn't see me; indeed, he took no notice of 
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me after papa had obliged him to see me, by in- 
troducing me, as be always does, as tbe last but not 
the least, of bis family. 

"My lord isn't handsome, but he isn't bad- 
looking, considering be is a Frencbman. His bands 
are so brown, I tbougbt be was eating bis dinner in 
brown gloves." 

Tottie was an nnconscions plagiarist in making 
tbis last Observation. Tbe fact suggested tbe com- 
parison quite naturally. 

It is next to impossible tbat any individual 
sbould produce tbe same impression on a group of 
persons. Tbe tbree eider girls gathered togetber in 
Miss Sinclair's room before going to bed, to talk 
over the visitor. 

"Well, what do you think of him?" asked Cattie, 
the initiator on all such occasions. 

"He is piain, but gentlemanly," said Bessie, 
"diflPerent from what I expected. He does not smell 
of cigars, and he is not impudent." 

"He is very polite and good-natured," said May. 

"I liked bis manner to papa and T . I don't 

think him ugly." 

"His eyes are not bad; bis nose may pass; his 
moutli isn't stupid; and his boots, they are delicious!" 
vsaid Cattie. 
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"I expected him to eat with bis knife," said 
Bessie, "but the only pecnliarity I remarked was 
the quantity of bread he took." 

"Half-a-dozen pieces at once, like old Mother 
McCalluin with the macaroons. I wonder wbat he 
tbinks of us?" — this was from Cattie. 

"Nothing at all, probably: we must seem mere 
dowdies to a man accustomed to the beauties of 
Paris." 

"It's exactly the contrast that will make him ob- 
serve us," replied Cattie. "I caught him inspecting 
T 's turban." 

"You observed him pretty closely, it seems," re- 
torted Bessie, bridling. 

"Yes, I did, dear old propriety, — just as I 
should some newiy-imported auimal in the Zoological 
Gardens. In general, I can read off people at first 
sight" . 

"Say that you think you can," interrupted Bessie. 

"But he puzzles me," went on Cattie. "He is 
like an exercise in a foreign tongue, and I want a 
key to help me to construe it." 

"I don't see any necessity for your understand- 
ing M. de JeuQay," said Bessie, wrathfuUy. 

"Necessity!" repeated Cattie, "no, but I, for 
one, always prefer to leam that for which there is 
no necessity." 
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"Don't talk any more about him, at all events." 
"Do you not know I am a woman? When I 
think I must speak." 

"Such stufF!" Said Bessie. 

"It's Shakspeare's, not mine, old lady." 

Here Tottie made her appearance, half undressed. 

"I can hear all you are saying, and I have just 
come to teil you that I could understand my lord's 
eyes, though Cattie couldn't They said as piain as 
piain could be, that he thought May divine." 

"Nonsensical child," laughed May. 

Who has not had to wonder over those un- 
thought-of accidents which bring people from the 
four Corners of the earth to work out the problems 
of each other's lives? 

If Cattie, — as she and May went along the pas- 
sage their arms intertwined, — if Cattie had spoken 
she would have uttered two words, and they would 
have been "I wonder." She had, so to speak, a 
Sensation as of expectation, akin to that we feel 
when, for the first time, we wait the rising of the 
curtain at a theatre. The unknown tickled the 
Imagination, of which she had no lack. 

May spoke; and she said: "Oh, Cattie, how shall 
I manage to speak French?" 

"Never :;Äiind making mistakes; when people 
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come to England they must expect to hear English 
spoken." 

"But one would wish to be kind to a stranger." 

"The kindest thing you can do in this case, is 
to give English lessons. Gute n^ht, meine liebste;" 
and Cattie closed her door. 

The prettiest sight imaginable met the French- 
man^s eyes next morning when he looked out of the 
green room window. At the further end of the lawn 
two girls were down on their knees filling a root 
basket with flowers. He watched them, speculating 
on the difference of character to be implied from 
their gestures. The taller clearly was the one who 
govemed; he could perceive that she it was who de- 
cided all points. Both charming; the shorter, the 
one who did as she was bid, decidedly enlisted his 
manly sympathies in her favour. Will any man 
deny that the admiration he is forced to give to her 
who can do, is not more than counterbalanced by the 
tenderness he willingly accords to her who humbly 
pleads her inability? Is it not true that talent in 
women is oftener repulsive than attractive? Female 
talent has to eam its pardon by vieing with the 
violet 

Every body loved May Sinclair; she had no 
pretensions to cleverness of any kind, but with her 
patience and gentleness and readiness to serve, car- 
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ried about with her an atmospbere of pleasantness. 
She was a direct contrast to Cattie, wbo, with her 
brigbtness, her vivacity, her eager questioning spirit, 
troubled 70a. She bad beard herseif called "a 
painful girl." Uncle Dan's favourite epitbet for her 
was, "a rocket" — fire and fury ending in smoke. 

Not one of those who criticized her ever thought 
of making the Observation, that she must bave some 
nobleness of spirit to know that a constant com- 
parison to her disadvantage was made, and yet tbat 
she never pained nor depreciated May by word or 
deed; nevertheless, this general disapprobation bad 
bad its effect, and Cattie was somewhat reekless. 
She bad come to say, "Since no one beHeves I bave 
any good in me, I sball at least prove I am clever." 
This State of feeling fostered a craving for publicity, 
the seed of which bad long ago been sown; a crav- 
ing which more or less attends all talent. "I would 
rather be Grisi or Patti, than Queen of England," 
Said Cattie, and she meant it. 

To return to the Frenchman. He continued bis 
watch, amused to see bow easily the girls were 
Startled ; the flight of a bird, the fall of a leaf, and 
they were on their feet-, and after every alert the 
tinkle of their low laughter feil on bis ear most 
musically. 



THE HOUR AND THE MAN. 37 

"This Scotch lawyer bas nothing to envy the 
noblest of us all," thouglit the Count. 

Tottie now came rushing across the lawn with 
an armfiil of puppies, which the next instant were 
rolHng like so manj black a^^^hite balls on the 
grass. De Jen9ay guessed fi*oni a certain pantomime 
that the eider were remonstrating with the younger 
on the disarray of her dress, which undoubtedly left 
mncb to be desired; he was sure they alluded to the 
possibility of bis seeing her, for Tottie tumed and 
looked straight at bis Windows, then shaking her 
head with a motion as wild as that of a colt, gathered 
np her puppies and pranced off again. 

The Count's further observations were brought 
to an end by bis valet bringing in bot water, and an 
account of the arrangements below stairs. To bear 
M. Cour, you might have supposed he and bis master 
were visiting some other planet; every thing he saw 
and heard was judged through distorting spectacles. 
It was from Cour that M. de Jen^ay leamed the 
ages of the young ladies, and that the tall Mees was 
not even a relation of the family. 

How had Cour managed to gather this informa- 
tion? Miss Toynbee, to be sure, had said the lady's 
maid possessed a little French, having been abroad 
some fifteen years since. But Beatson's French went 
no further than, "Commang vous portez vous?" witk 
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tbe Supplement of "beizzes wasser," which was good 
Scotcli to the valet. 

The loud ringing of a bell, evidently a summons 
of some kind, was followed hy tbe appearance of 
Mr. Sinclair bims^Rk de Jen^ay^s door. Tbe bost 
came to inquire itme guest would like to join 
in tbe family worsbip, wbicb bad been omitted tbe 
evening before from tbe desire not to take smy one 
of a diflterent persuasion by surprise. Do Jen^ay 
expressed bis readiness to conform to all tbe customs 
of tbe bouse. He said, "I bave inberited my 
form of belief as I bave my name, but I bave 
a great respect for Protestantism. Some of tbe 
most admirable women I bave known bave been 
Protestants." 

Mr. Sinclair, not considering tbe staircase a 
suitable place for religious discussion, led tbe way 
in silence to tbe dining-room. Tbe ladies were 
seated at tbe upper end, eacb witb a book in ber 
band. At some distance sat nncle Dan, alone. Mrl 
Sinclair gave tbe Count a cbair by Tottie, and tben 
took bis own place at a small table, on wbicb lay 
an open Bible. As soon as be was seated, tbe 
servants came in, beaded by tbe grey-baired Effie, — 
tbe nurse wbo bad seen all tbe girls bom. Tbe 
younger maids sat on a red-covered form; Effie bad 
an armcbair, and so bad ber contemporary, old Tom 
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the groom. Tottie presented her neighbour witli a 
French Bible, pointing out the chapter her father 
was about to read. Whiffs of odorons au* eame 
throngh the open Windows; the fine voice of the 
father, the reverent aspect of tl^fj^poily group, made 
up a scene such as de Jen9äy had never before 
witnessed. It touched him as no pompous ceremony 
had ever done. It was altogether stränge and sin- 
gnlarly pleasant. 

The prayers over, the ladies gave their guest 
their moming greeting, Bessie hoping he had slept 
well. At break fast, — a real Scotch breakfast, which 
explained to de Jen9ay why Scotland was called the 
land of cakes, — ^he could better judge of the appear- 
ance of the family party, into which Fate, under the 
shape of Mrs. Patterson, had plunged him. 

Tottie^s announcement of the night before had 
been premature. De Jen^ay had not been Struck 
with admiration for May, or any of the young ladies. 
He had not come thither to seek a wife, and only 
with such an idea would girls have interested him. 
In fact, it was a principle with him, as with most 
eomme il faut Frenchmen, never to pay any atten- 
tion to the unmarried, unless with a decided view 
to matrimony. But he was beginning to feel the 
influence of bis Surround ings — what Taine calls, 
^^rinfii4enee du milteuy Everything pleased hia taatÄ% 
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the very cheerfulness of the young and lovely gir 
was subdued. 

Bessie inspired him indeed with the respect li 
would bave thought due to her mother. She w« 
so calm, so politek^rifel spoke so steadily to the poin 
that she awed biJhfr'as she did every other mai 
Not one of the Single men who habitually visited i 
Mayfield, ever thought of Miss Sinclair and Igt 
together. All the old married men, however, swoi 
by Bessie. In taking upon her the position of lad 
of the honse, she had adopted a manner thoroughl 
fitted to the parC. She had even exaggerated tl 
requisite propriety; her reception bow, her measure 
voice, the severity of her eye, kept wooers aloof, an 
yet in the secret of her heart, Bessie would ha\ 
wished to be sought and won; but not for the bei 
man in broad Scotland would she have given 
favonring glance until the cabalistic words had bee 
spoken. 

The Count's attention was divided between Ma 
and Cattie. The first, with her brown pensive eye 
her singularly clear complexion, realized bis precoi 
ception of a fair English girl. She was not shy, fc 
she met bis glance unshrinkingly as a child migl 
have done. May was reserved, not shy. 

The tall, pale girl, with the long bright curls, wj 
she pretty, or not? No — yes — and then no, and y( 
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again. The face had its defects — tbe deep set blue 
eyes were not large; but tbe lasbes were long and 
dark — tbe eyebrows, too, were marked — tbe nose and 
montb were not in any way remarkable, but tbe smile 
was of all beauty — ^wben Cattie smiled sbe became 
beäutiful. If tbe features were defective, tbe figure 
was fanltless, and tben Cattie was gracefal, and is 
not grace even more attractive tban beauty. Tottie 
described Cattie perfectly, in saying tbat sbe was 
lovely, and ugly, ten times in a day. Miss Tottie 
berself promised to be tbe bandsomest of tbe sisters, 
but just now ber face seemed all eyes. 

Tbe conversation was carried on in a botcb-potcb 
of Englisb and Frencb. Mr. Sinclair bad an almost 
irreproacbable accent, but made sad work witb tbe 
genders. Bessie spoke correctly, but witb decided 
Scotcb intonations; May spoke not at all; Cattie 
witb facility but incorrectly. As for Miss Toynbee, 
you would bave said sbe bad learned ber pbrases by 
beart tbat moming; tbey were redolent of Madame 
de Sevign^'s letters, and sbe laid traps to bring in 
ber witticisms. 

Tottie bad been unusually quiet. All at once 
sbe burst fortb, addressing berself to de Jen9ay: 

" Monsieur, wbat did tbe spider do, wben it came 
out of tbe ark?" 

"Mademoiselle!" 
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"Sball I teil you, It took a fly and went home." 

De Jen^ay spoke English as most Frenchmen 
do, and his attempts to come to an nnderstanding of 
Tottie^s question and answer cansed that proponnder 
of riddles to swallow her tea the wrong way, and to 
be ignominiously sent out of the room. 

As for Uncle Dan he looked änd behaved like a 
surly mastiff. Every time de Jen9ay'8 eyes tumed in 
the direction of May, Uncle Dan nttered something 
between a snarl and a growl. 

Mr. Sinclau* gave his gnest the option of going 
with bim to see Edinburgh, or of riding with the 
ladies. 

The Count at once chose the latter alternative. 
"I leave you in good hands," said Mr. Sinclair, 
adding, "Cattie — take care of Queen Mab^s Shoulder; 
no leaping to-day." 

The younger girls accompanied the father to the 
front gate giving bim sundry pattings and kisses. 
Miss Sinclair then tumed to de Jen9ay and said, 
^^ Luncheon will be on the table at half-past one, and 
the horses at.the door at three. Perhaps you would 
like to go to the library. My uncle will be so good 
as to show you the way." 

M. de Jen9ay considered the Suggestion as tanta- 
mount to a command, and followed his surley con- 
ductor with a temper somewhat ruffled. 
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"Tou shonldn't bave been in sucb a Larry, 
Bessie," said Cattie. "The Connt wouldn't have 
eaten us up, bad you let bim stay witb us." 

"Men bave no business in tbe drawing-room of a 
moming, and I sball take care to avoid baving to 
reproacb myself witb any flirtations." 

"No one would ever suspect yon of sucb an im- 
propriety," retortedr Cattie. 

"It is not for myself I speak." 

"For May tben — or for me. I don't see tbat to 
take pleasure in a person's society must necessarily 
be flirting. I sbould bave enjoyed asking tbis gen- 
tleman qnestions about France." 

"You can do so wben my fatber is present. It 
is impossible for young women to be too prudent; 
we must not only be really free of blame, but appear 
to be so." 

"Obl Bessie, Bessie, witb your ideas, we sbould 
go tbrougb life witbout any enjoyment." 

"I can conceive no enjoyment coupled witb an 
appearance of wrong doing." 

"You are resolved on Walking witb bard peas in 
your sboes. I mean to boil mine;" and Cattie saun- 
tered out of tbe room. 

"Do you tbink I was wrong, May?" asked 
Bessie. 

"I never tbink you wrong, dear*^ but ^Q«t M., 
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de Jen^ay did look verj like a child sent away in 
disgrace." 

Here they caught tlie sound of Cattie's voice 
ringing through the house, "And there's nobody 
Coming to woo-oo-oo — " Such a cadence as slie 
made on that last syllable! 

May Said, "Itvexes me to see that you and Cattie 
are not such good friends as you used to be. Why 
is it?" 

"I disapprove of many of Cattie's ways. She 
does not sufficiently remember that she is not our 
father's daughter. I cannöt bear to see her behaving 
to him as if she were so." 

May looked pnzzled and distressed. 

Miss Sinclair suddenly changed the conversation 
by expressing her regret that she had not bid her 
father remember the fish — it might be a maigre day, 
for what any one knew, and what was then to be 
done with the Frenchman; and with a heightened 
colour, the only sign of vexation she ever gave, 
Miss Sinclair took her way to the kitchen. 

In the meantime Uncle Dan had led the Count 
to the library, a room quite forty feet long, all the 
side walls covered with books — a painted window at 
the north end, to the south a glass door opening on 
a lawn, surrounded by a high hedge of bush. Uncle 
Dan unlocked the book-cases, pointed to the library 
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ladder, sLowed M. de Jen^ay tbat tliere were pens, 
ink and paper on the table, and then said, ^^I will 
leave you to write and read in peace." 

"It appears I am to be a prisoner bere for some 
bours," tbougbt tbe Frencbman. "I wonder if 
Smoking be allowed. I wisb I bad asked tbe cross 
old man/' 

Aft^r taking a cursory view of tbe books, de JenQay 
sat down to write to bis motber. One page of bis 
paper was fiUed witb imprecations against tbe passage 
across tbe Cbannel, tbe second and last was as little 
explicit as possible about tbe Sinclair family. Tbere 
was no babit of confidence, we know, between motber 
and son. Mrs. Patterson woold not bave exaggerated 
bad sbe written, instead of tbat tbey differed on 
most points , tbat tbey differed on all. One of tbe 
Gount's . griefs against bis motber was tbe mar- 
riage of bis only sister. Tbe dowager bad lis- 
tened to no argnment on tbe subject, and bad 
given ber pretty elegant young daugbter to a Brit- 
tany boor, simply because be was tbe bearer of a 
great name. 

Tbe Marquis de Trev^guen bad, indeed, every 
one of tbe defects of bis class, besides tbose nature 
bad specially bestowed on bim. His intelligence was 
imbedded in all tbe superstitions of Papistry. 

He was stapid, Ignorant, and ilMooking. He 
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drank as tbe Britons do, of wliom Madame de 
Sevign^ wrote, "as much wine goes into their 
bodies as water under their bridges;" but he was 
the Marquis de Trevdguen. Armand de JeiKjay 
paid one visit, and but one to the Chateau de 
Trevöguen. On that oecasion bis pious brother-in- 
law gave bim to understand that he was doubtful 
whether Science bad not blundered as to the rota- 
tion of the earth round the sun. 

From the period of that visit Armand and bis 
mother bad been on cold terms. 

His note finished, the young man went out into 
the enclosure before tbe library door; and by way 
of improving his English , he took with bim a gaily 
bound volume, on the title-page of which was 
"Ariadne . . . ." 

Was it possible? Had he slept? If so, what bad 
awakened bim? The flight of some startled bird, or 
the peeping of some curious Dryad? 

His book was lying open by his side. Was it 
the wind which had covered bim with rose petals? — 
a shower of them had fallen on his hair. He rose 
stealthily to his feet, and looked through the hedge 
not a scrap of a muslin dress did he espy. Coun 
Armand was tolerably well accustomed to little ad 
ventui-es of the sort. In spite of Miss Cattie's criti 
cism, he was undoubtedly a fine-looking man, wit^ 
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m air of distinction; or was it "un air noble" — a 
lomething individual, or a something inherited? His 
eatures were decidedly not ihose of the present 
jeneration of his countrymen, stamped as they are 
)y narrow ambitions. The lines of his face were 
)old; his lips, though they could never round them; 
elves to anything approaching a heart-shape, had 
lothing of the dragged look of a speculator. There 
v^as an expression of melancholy in his eye, and a 
ouch of irony in the mouth, which, in general, at- 
racted and pleased women. 

"Ah! these little girls! these little girls?" he 
nuttered, as he shbok oflP the petals. "I wonder 
nrhich of them has amused herseif at my expense? 
[ hope it is the youngest" 

As the half-hour after one sounded, a demure 
}arlour-maid, having an absurd resemblance in dress 
md manner to Miss Sinclair, sought and found him, 
announce that luncheon was on the table. 

"It will be in the first look that I shall discover 
ny fair challenger," he said to himself; and on 
jntering the dining-room his eye glanced rapidly 
rom one young face to another. He fancied there 
^as defiance in Cattie's stränge blue eyes; but at 
hat instant Miss Toynbee entered, and Cattie ex- 
^laimed, — 

"Dear T , you scatter roses as you move." 
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"Ob, my poor rose!" exclaimed the govemess; 
adding, in Frencli, "You have not lived even the 
life of a rose." 

Was it possible that the perpetator of the attack 
on his peaceful slumbers could be the mature 
govemess? He made a wry face at the notion; 
and then detecting a mischievous smile on Cat- 
tie's lips, his opinion once more veered round to 
suspecting her. They were scarcely seated when 
the door was pnshed a little open, and a lady 
squeezed through the small aperture she had made 
for herseif. 

"Aunt Polly!" exclaimed a chorus of voices; 
and every one rose to receive the new comer. 

"I thought I would just step up to see how you 
were coming on. Bon.jour^ Mooseer. You find your- 
self pretty comfortable among us, I hope. We are 
not such barbarians as your country-folks think. 
Nations are always so unjust to one another, always 
longing to break the peace." 

"My aunt, Mrs. Johnson, of Polwheble, Count 
de Jen^ay," said Bessie; seizing the pause to present 
the strangers in form to one another. 

For a minujte or two Mrs. Johnson was checked 
by Bessie's solemn formality, but she quickly cast 
the curb from between her teeth. Apropos to no- 
thing, as it would seem, but in reality foUowing out 
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the corrent of her secret tboughts, she addressed de 
Jen9ay, — 

"Your young ladies, I hear, are all shut up tili 
they are mamed; with us, now, they do pretty 
much as they please tili they get a husband. For 
my part, I can't take on me to say whieh plan 
is best; girls are plagues anybow. And then, as 
to Eomanists and Protestants, it's a riddle to 
me. I suppose they are both pretty nearly right." 

"Aunt Polly!" called out Tottie. "Do you 
know how young ladies Hke Cupid to visit them?" 

"I wish you would find out your sisters' desires 
on that subject, my dear." 

"With a ring, of course, Aunt Polly; but not 
without a rap. Do you understand?" 

Uncle Dan, who was carving the cold round of 
beef, interrupted Tottie, by desiring her to band a 
plate to her aunt. 

"No, my dear; a glass of cold water. Good ' 
water, good air, and plenty of both eure all 
maladies, even love. The French, I am told, have 
neither." 

"Aunt Polly," began Tottie again, "why should 
there be more weddings in winter than in summer? 
Dear old thing; you give it up, don't you? Because 
the gentlemen want comforters, and the ladies muffs 
and boas." 

Withm an Ace. 4 
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^'I don^t 866 tb6 cont)6ction between mnffs and 
boas and matrimony, Totti6." 

"Th6n wby is a silly fellow call6d a muflP?" 
W6nt on tbe i]Tepr68sibl6 Tottie. "I'll t6ll you. 
B6caus6 b6 bolds a pr6tty girFs band witbout 
8qa66zing it." 

"Don't b6 so silly, Totti6," said Miss Sinclair. 

"Be quiet, Tiggl6s," wbisp6red Catti6. "Lucky 
for yon, lass, tbat yonr riddles are riddl6S to tb6 
som6body you m6an tbem for." 

Tbe insinuation did silenc6 Tottie. 

"Young girls are kept in better order in your 
country, no doubl;, Mooseer?" said Mrs. Jobnson, 
again tuming ber attention to de Jen^ay. "Wbere 
it will end witb us tbe Lord knows." 

It was in vain to try to divert Aunt PoUy's 
attention firom de Jen9ay. Sbe was a woman of 
few ideas, but many words, wbicb sbe cast in tbe 
patb of ber neigbbours like loose pebbles. Sbe was 
a new type of womankind to tbe Count; sometbing 
bitberto unknown in dress, looks, and manner. Tbe 
first was as incongruous as a Britisb woman could 
contrive to make it. Tbe mantle belonged to one 
season, tbe gown to anotber, tbe bonnet to a tbird. 
Tbe gloves were of wbite kid, tbat bad seen many 
a tea-party. But notwitbstanding ber queer exterior, 
Aunt Polly never made a disagreeable Impression 
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on any one. She bad a yonthfal candonr and sim- 
plicity, that, contrasting with her years, spoke 
audibly to her being a good woman. She did oc- 
casionally make an efiPort to look shrewd, to be 
what she called piqnante; but her round, rosy face 
remained as invincibly benevolent as her character. 
The very odd assortment of her attire arose partly ' 
from her love of giving away. "Anything does for 
me," she would say, in reply to her nieces' remon- 
strances. 

The Miss Sinclairs, much as they liked Annt 
PoUy, were always on the alert to keep her in the 
dark as to all they did. They knew her to be 
a more dangerous auxiliary than adversary. Be- 
fore the end of Inncheon de Jen9ay was aware 
that Mrs. Johnson, of Polwheble, was "«» enfant 
terribley 
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CHAPTER IIL 

An Evtbaaiast for Matrimony. 

It is pleasaut to canter on springy turf by the 
side of lovely girls, a sharp sea-breeze brighteiiing 
eyes and cheeks, loosening braided hair and flinging 
it in long curla to glisten in the sunsbine. "Very 
pleasant, and very odd," tbougbt Armand de Jen9ay, 
as be rode along witb May and Cattie, tbeir only 
cbaperon a grey-baired groom. 

Tbe girls were very demure when tbey set oflF; 
but after tbe first canter tbeir reserve tbawed, and 
tbe conversation became as merry as youtb and 
bealtb could make it. Old Tom bimself grinned at 
tbe sound of tbose bursts of girlisb laugbtcr. Tbey 
were giving de Jen^ay a lesson in Englisb, Cattie, 
of course, taking tbe lead, and tbmsting all sorts of 
difficulties on bim. 

"Wbat was tbe badge on ber cap?" 

"A cThordony 

"Not at all — notbing so common. It was a 
tbistle." 

"Tistle?" 
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"No, thistle. Did he know the motto? Ah! he 
didn^t Well, she would teach it to him as soon as 
she coold find one.'' 

Then the girls took hands, and set ofiP at a gal- 
lop, the groom calling to de Jen9ay, "Stoppy, Mon- 
sir. You make missy's mare wild/^ And to illnstrate 
bis meaning Tom pretended to fall &om his own 
horse. Very wild Miss Cattie and the mare were. 
After a Utile , May had to let go her companion^s 
band, and away went Queen Mab, like an arrow 
£rom a bow. 

"Teil him, Miss May, no need to be uneasy," 
Said old Tom, riding up. "If ever there were the 
soul of a Jockey in a young lady's body, it's in Miss 
Cattie'ß." 

De JenQay and May were thus left t^te-ä-tete. 
The view of the sea was, at this point, shut out by 
rowan trees; their crimson berries, swung by the 
wind, flashed like flames. The scenery was as novel 
to the young Frenchman as his Situation. He had 
never been alone with a young lady in his life. It 
had been stränge enough when there had been two; 
but one! He was wondering of what he might talk 
to her, when she put an end to his embarrassment 
by beginning a series of questions as to French ways 
of life. Now Cattie was away, May ventured to 

a 

speak French: it was almost as pretty a<ä \k^\(tO&fövi 
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words of a little child. The voice was a qaiet voice, 
a sort of sweet monotony in it; a contrast to that 
many-toned instrument of Miss Cattie, which, when 
she chose, enabled her to sway her hearers mnch as 
she pleased. May*s maiden reserve made de Jen^ay 
feel as though there were an invisible wall separat- 
ing them. He addressed her as he might have done 
some girl queen. He feit as if in her presence he 
ought to ride bareheaded: he enjoyed that quarter 
of an hour more than he remembered ever to have 
done any other. 

And May? ah! poor little tender heart. No man 
can gness how the softness of looks and voice, often 
involuntary and nnconscioas, we will allow, can af- 
fect a woman's life. Men write and say that women 
^e receptive; pity that they reflect on the fact only 
after they have verified it. 

Well, May and the French Count rode side by 
side in the path skirting the copse of rowan-trees 
with their harvest of coral berries swung by the 
Summer wind, and she ever and anon looked at him, 
to reach more clearly the meaning of his words; and 
looking, she saw and feit the tendemess and admi- 
ration, softening yet brightening that brown French 
face. Nothing but the meeting of their eyes, and 
then curiously enough it seemed to May that she 
had discovered in this stranger a dear, long-known 
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friend. A little seed feil into their hearts that would 
have become a goodly tree sheltering their lives, but 
for one prejudiced, idolizing, interfering old man. 

After a short pause of süence, dnring which thej 
had let their horses walk, May snddenly roused np, 
and exclaimed, "We must really look for Cattie," 
and shaking her reins, she put Black Sultan into a 
canter. 

At some hun'dred yards further on, where the 
wood abruptly ceases, a bridle-path leads down to 
the sea. Cattie was on the sands, letting the waves 
so gently rolling in wash over Queen Mab's feet. 
The moment she caught sight of the two riders, she 
lifted her Glengarry, waving it repeatedly. The slant 
rays of the sun lighted up her hair, so that it had 
the appearance of a glory round her head. 

"What a picturesque creature! She looks as if 
she had come direct from fairy-land," said de Jen- 
9ay. 

"And so clever; you should hear her sing," re- 
tumed dear May. 

"You consider her as a sister?" 

"Oh, quite!" 

"She is older than you, I should say?" 

"A little — only two years. Shall we go on 
faster?" 
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They trotted down the declivity, and were soon 
close to Cattie. 

^'Yoa make me think of one of Ossian^s heroines, 
Miss Cattie/' De Jen^ay used the name he heard 
others use; he did not recollect having heard any 
other. 

"Do you read Ossian?" she asked; "not in Eng- 
lish, surely." 

"No; in Italian. I am told the original gains 
in the translation." 

"I cannot believe that" 

"Would you like to make the comparison?" 

"Do you travel about with your library?" 

"No; but there is the post." 

"Thanks; I don't believe I know enough of Ital- 
ian to be a judge. What wonldn't I give to go to 
Italy." 

"Wish it strongly enough, and the wish will 
come to pass. We make the events of our lives." 

"I do not believe that if I did I should be per- 
fectly happy. But even my experience shows me 
that we are the slaves of circumstances. Shakspeare 
Supports my opinion." 

"That is being a fatalist, is it not? My mean- 
ing is, that our characters make the events of our 
Hves." 
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"Then I am sure my life will be a stränge med- 
ley," Said Cattie. 

"We have not heard what Miss Sinclair thinks 
on the matter,^' .said De Jen^ay. 

"I believe in free- will," said May, in a low 
voice. 

"And election," muttered Cattie, with a dry 
latigli. 

That evening Mrs. Johnson surpassed herseif. 
Bessie and May had lectnred their father on the ne- 
cessity of keeping Aunt Polly in order. They were 
very really alarmed at what she might say to the 
stranger; for never in their memory had she failed 
to put them out of countenance when any unmarried 
man was present. During dinner, Mr. Sinclair, oft- 
times admonished by the beseeching looks of his 
eider daughters, had stopped the unconscious lady 
as she was nearing the perilous topic of marriage. 
Yes; though the conversation might be distant as the 
poles from that subject, she found the way to bring 
it to that equator of her Imagination. As soon as 
the ladies were alone in the drawing-room, she be 
gan her catechism. 

"Well, girls, do you approve of your visitor? — 
a fine, handsome man, that^s my opinion, and I don^t 
care who hears it, my dears." 

There was a wonderful unanimity in 1\ä ^tä^^ 
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Mtb. Johnson got £rom Bessie, May, and Catti< 
"No*, he was not in the very least handsome.^' 

'^I think him a perfect darling/' said Tottie. 

"You should not speak so, even when we are 
alone," said Miss Sinclair, aghast. 

"Why not?" asked Tottie. 

"Keep your thoughts, at least such thoaghts, to 
yourself," said Cattie. You are too old to go on in 
that way." 

^^I am sure you girls are enough to puzzle So- 
lomon himself. You are very well, but you are not 
such Venuses as to have any right to Apollos." 

"Venus was not in any way attached to Apollo, 
Mrs. Johnson," observed Cattie. 

"My dear, of course I know Vulcan was her 
husband, and that's a broad hint that beauty on one 
side is enough." 

"When is love deformed, Aunt PoUy?" cried 
out Tottie. "I'll teil you: when it is all on one 
side." 

"But this young man is good looking — a trifle 
brownish; but that^s to be expected. I never saw a 
better-made coat on a man^s back, and he is modest; 
but that's perhaps owing to bis ignorance of our 
tongue. Frenchmen are not famed for modesty." 

"One of themselves said they were a happy com- 
bination of monkey and tiger," said Cattie. 
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"How you do set upon the poor fellow," ex- 
claimed Tottie. "It just makes me madJ' 

"Really I don't know what to make of you 
young girls; not the least like girls in my time." 

"Did they make offers of marriage?" asked 
Cattie. 

"No, my dear; but they didn't take pleasure in 
preventing their being made. It's a downright 
wonder to every one who knows us, that here you 
all are, withering on the virgin stalk." 

Miss Toynbee said, — "That comparison only 
suits me, Mrs. Johnson/' 

"Well, ma'am, I dare say you have your regrets 
for opportunities thrown away; beauties, young ladies, 
are apt to sit out their market." 

Cattie put up her lip in disdain, saying, — "How 
I do hate hearing people talk as if the sole end and 
aim of a woman's being was to be married/' 

"And pray for what other reason do you think 
she was created?" asked Mrs. Johnson. 

"It's too disgusting!" exclaimed Cattie. "May, 
come and play a duet." 

They had scarcely begun before M. de Jen^ay 
came into the room. Cattie played extremely well, 
and de Jen^ay listened with the ears of a connois- 
seuT. He made some remarks which led Cattie to 
eay,— 
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"I am sure 70U play yourself, or perhaps you 
sing — that would be delightful; we have such loads 
of dnets and trios.'' 

He Said, — "But I can only sing French." 

She tumed to the music-stand to seek for some- 
thing of Auber, when up came Mrs. Johnson. 

"Ab! so you are fond of music, Mooseer? Wbat's 
your opinion of these young ladies* playing? May 
wants pbysical force, and Cattie basn't softness 
enougb — splasb-dasb I say; but I am going to refer 
a matter in dispute to you — you will be a good 
judge, being, I may say, out of the question. Now, 
don't you think with me that girls ought to marry?" 

"I can conscientiously agree with you Madame,^' 
Said de Jen^ay, laughing heartily. 

"Well, of course it's stupid to be so particular, 
so difficult to please. No man has been perfection 
since Adam, and if girls are to wait tili they find 
another like our first father, there must be an end 
of the World, as a Mend of mine said , if there were 
only her and fish." 

"Will you look at these duets, M. de Jen^ay," 
interrupted Oattie. 

"Just let me finish what I have to say, my 
dear. I am told that in your country, Mooseer, 
papas and mammas pair off the young people at the 
proper time, and it^s my private idea that it answers 
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just as well as our national custom of long courtsliip. 
How much did Jacob know of Rachel after twice 
seven years of love-making?" 

"The Patriarch ought to have been highly flat- 
tered by the lady's patience and constancy. I don't 
believe the case conld be paralleled,^^ said de 
Jen^ay. 

The two girls left the piano, and with their de- 
parture all the Count^s interest in the conversation 
vanished. 

"Ah! it's a great pity. Youth makes itself 
wings. Bessie was really a handsome creature some 
seven years ago. I never thought we should have 
kept her so long." 

"It must be the eflPect of her own choice, Ma- 
dame." 

"Well, yes; but why can't she find some one to 
suit her? I didn't like doctors or lawyers myself. 
I preferred Art. Well, sir, I had just to put up 
wifh farming, and I'm none the worse." 

Mr. Sinclair was here sent to the rescue: he 
carried oflP his sister for a game of chess with Uncle 
Dan, and then Cattie and May came back to the 
piano; and they tried over first a duet from "Le 
Chalet," and then they found that charming one 
from "Les Voitures Renvers^es," to the air of "Au 
clair de la lune." 
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The moment Cattie found that de Jen^ay could 
teacli her something, her manner changed, and he 
beheld her in one of her bewitching moods. They 
practised the duet so long that at last Mr. Sinclahr 
begged for a truce, and then the rest of the evening 
passed as evenings usually do in families snch as 
that of the Sinclairs, in looking over books, photo- 
graphs, in pleasant desultory chat about pictures, 
music, and literatnre, with a little seasoning of 
politics. Cattie was very grand on this last topic, 
very indignant at the want of liberty of the press in 
France. Might people have a ball without asking 
leave of the police? and then never to be snre that 
one's letters were not opened, and to have Punch 
stopped! It was enough to prevent the English 
living in France. 

"They come, notwithstanding," said de Jen^ay. 
"You hear as much English in Paris as French. 
Some day I hope you will all come and see if we 
are not better than our reputation." 

It was one of those pleasant evenings which are 
only possible when no streng feelings are in play. 
All was subdued: lights, voices, laughter. Suddenly 
the charm was broken; Uncle Dan knocked over 
the chess-board, and left the room in a huff. 

"Tm sure I don't know how I won," said Mrs. 
Johnson, in dismay, "but what's done is done, and 
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there^s no help for it. Well, Mooseer, I hope you 
are pleased with our domestic circle?" 

Before de Jen9ay could reply, Cattie had ex- 
claimed, "Very tea-trayish." 

"Tea-trayish!" repeated the Count. 

"It's what the tea-things are put on," explained 
Tottie. 

De Jen^ay looked more than ever puzzled, bnt 
he nnderstood that Cattie had uttered some sarcasm. 

^'I mean that our domestic circle has uothing 
paiücularly artistic or supematurally delightful," 
explained Cattie in French, and speaking in a low 
voice. 

"All over the world," said de Jencjay, address- 
ing himself to Mrs. Johnson, "the virtues and hap- 
piuess of English homes are celebrated.'' 

"Very nicely said," whispered Cattie; but Mrs. 
Johnson, with true Scotch aptitude for argument, 
went on, — 

"Oh! I am not for saying, Mooseer de Jen^ay, 
that there's no such thing as unhappiness or short- 
Comings among us; but as a rule, why I believe we 
may claim the advantage over other nations." 

"We do not shine in modesty, I think," said 
Mr. Sinclair. 

"It's your own novels, sir, give us such a dread- 
fal idea of your morals. Deed, they^re far from 



64 WITHIN AN ACE. 

good reading. For instance, that what^s bis name 
— a fellow who pushes another — a ne'er-do-weel — 
out of bis honse with bis stomach — David, is it? — 
No! — lions — ^Daniel? I told Mr. Johnson the story, 
and he said I might have been better employed 
than reading such trasb. And then that peeping 
througb a key-bole at a girl sayiug her prayers: it 
£rightens one against travelling in France." 

"I*m afraid your stndies, Madame, will have left 
no hope of your believing any good of France or 
tbe French." 

"I am not so sure of that," retumed tbe lady, 
her bead on one side, with an attempt at a coquet- 
tish air, quite comical. 

On tbis there was a general rise of all tbe girls 
— they kissed tbe fatber of tbe family, and sbook 
bands in a kindly manner with tbe stranger. 

Tbis night there was no meeting for any con- 
fidential chat. Fach young lady retired in a matter- 
of-fact way to her respective room. Cattie sat down 
at her open window; her eyes were fixed on tbe 
calm beaven above, but her thonghts never went so 
high — no, thougb there streamed down upon her a 
pure ray from the brightest of planets. 

Memory was taking Cattie back some nalf-dozen 
years. We have periods of forgetfulness of tbe 
past — it actually seems obliterated; but memory has 
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its lumber-room, where all wbich we are not nsing 
is put aside, and, one day or other, voluntarily or 
involuntarily, we go thither. Cattie was doing so 
involuntarily. She was recalling her childhood 
passed in all the splendonr of a civilian in high 
place in India. Then came the death of her father, 
and the poverty of her mother, with not a penny, 
save her widow's pension— downright poverty com- 
pared with the income of her hasband's post. How 
well Cattie remembered all that poor mother^s 
lamentations over the past, her terrors for the fdture 
of her daughter! How they had wandered from 
place to place on the Continent in search of cheap- 
ness and Inxnry! Her mother^s deplorings as to 
her darling^s want of beauty, sounded again in her 
ears. "You must go to India, my child," said Mrs. 
Leightonj "you'U never find a husband any where 
eise, my unlucky child. And oh! Cattie, never 
forget your poor mother's words — better never marry 
at all, than a man without property. See what has 
been the conseqnence of my trusting to a man^s life 
for an income!^' 

When Cattie was sixteen she and her mother 
were living at Bourges, and Mrs. Leighton, who 
was not troubled with any religious qualms, sent 
Cattie as a day-scholar to the convent. The music- 
master, who was proud of his pupil^ oiä ^"k^ ^'t^- 

wohin an Agt. b 
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posed tbat she sbould sing tbe ^' Agnus Dei" of tbe 
mass he bad composed in bonour of tbe Bisbop*s 
annual visit. Tbere was a little doubt wbetber it 
would be admissible, considering tbat Miss Leigbton 
was a Protestant, but tbe glory and advantage tbat 
sucb singing would bring to tbe convent-scbool, 
conquered tbe Lady Superior's scruples. 

Cattie's voice on tbat occasion was tbe topic of 
conversation in Bourges for a montb — and tbis ad- 
miration tumed Mrs. Leigbton's tbougbts in a new 
direction. 

"Dear cbild," said tbe loving weak woman, "if 
you bave not a pretty face, you bave an angeVs 
voice. Wbat a Sensation you bave made; all tbe great 
ladies bave been complimenting me, and begging 
for tbe bonour of our acquaintance. I'U teil you 
wbat, Cattie, you sball go on tbe stage; tbougb you 
baven't beauty, your figure promises well — you bave 
nice bands and feet. Men go mad for a fasbionable 
actress or singer. I won't bear of your going to 
India; and if anytbing bappens to me, drown your- 
self ratber tban be a govemess. Ob! my darling, 
perbaps I may live to see a Coronet on your dear 
little beadi" 

It seemed to Cattie, now sitting in tbe rays of 
tbat lovely planet, as tbougb ber motber's voice was 
in ber ear: ^'I sbould be satisfied if I could see a 
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Coronet on that dear little bead." Sbe feit as though 
warm kisses were on her curls. She held out her 
arms whispering — ^^ Mamma, mamma!^^ She had 
adored that soft simpleton, who had never once had 
a rational idea of life, who had alwajs chosen the 
accessory instead of the principal. It was the little 
daily spoilings, the gentle yielding that endeared 
the weak mother to the gifted high-tempered daughter. 
Th^ became, as it were, Joint conspirators. 

|}attie laboured hard in her vocation. She had 
the true artist's temperament, ardent, easily excited, 
easilj depressed, ambitious, greedy of praise, pas- 
sionate ratber than tender. All her professors pre- 
dicted a future of glory for her. If at sixteen, her 
mother had said truly that Cattie was not pretty, at 
eighteen it would have been difficult to deny that 
she might claim to possess beauty — not beauty as 
the ancients nnderstood it, bat such as the modems 
best like and appreciate — a sometbing capricions, 
mobile, stränge*, the refined result of the working of 
the mind on plastic features. 

The mother and danghter had gone to Inter- 
lachen for a holiday. Tbey were füll of hope; Cattie 
persuaded that in her slender throat she held fame 
and fortane, and wbat Cattie believed was gospel 
for her mother. 

The Sinclairs were also at Interlachen that 
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year, and often met the motber and daugbter in 
their various excursions. At watering-places people 
the least given to gossip begin to speculate abont 
their neighbours, and to watcb tbeir proceedings. 
The Sinclairs made no exception to the mle; they 
had names for those they habitually saw. There 
were the Doves, and the Sparrows, and the Jays, 
and Madame Giraffe, and Monsieur Grayboots. Cattie 
and her motber they called Hen and Chick. 

"Poor tbings!" said Mr. Sinclair one day, wben 
bis danghters had drawn bis attention to the pair. 

"They seem very comfortable!" replied Bessie. 

"I pitied them because wben I see two people 
so all in all to one anotber, I think of the uncer- 
tainty of life," was the grave rejoinder. 

Not many days later May observed, "Hen and 
Chick must be gone. I have not seen them for a 
week." 

That very evening the bells tolled for Mrs. 
Leighton. Then some ladies wbo were in the same 
Pension, came and lamented to the Sinclairs the 
Situation of the poor girl, wbo seemed to have no 
friends, and to be left quite to berself. They could 
not think wbat was to come of her. She was very 
haughty and reserved, and repelled all their advances. 
Even the English chaplain could obtain no further 
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eonfidence from her than tbat she was waiting for 
letters. 

Miss Leighton became the object of public in- 
terest. We talk and write mucb of the selfishness, 
and worldliness , and snobbisbness of mankind , but 
wbo bas not examples to cite of benevolence, dis- 
interestedness, and cbarity. Mr. Pitt, wbo is an 
authority, said be bad found men better tban tbeir 
reputation^ Many bearts in Interlacben were sore 
for tbe friendless orpban girl — ^none more so tban 
those of tbe Sinclair family. 

One evening Mr. Sinclair went out for bis usual 
solitary walk bj tbe lake: a nigbt sucb as tbis, on 
wbicb Cattie sits at ber window tbinking of tbe past, 
— a gentle air making tbe leaves wbisper, a dusty 
multitude of stars, witb one planet outsbining all 
tbe rest, disturbing, exciting, as tbe fixed glance of 
a brilliant eye, wbose meaning we cannot reacb. 

Mr. Sinclair, as was bis wont wben alone, was 
repeating aloud some favourite verses, wben be came 
upon a lady in black, wbom be at once recognised 
to be Miss Leigbton. He lifted bis bat, and passed 
on. But be turned to look after ber, and saw tbat 
sbe bad seated berself on tbe bank, and so close to 
tbe lake tbat ber feet were almost in tbe water. An 
Impulse made bim retrace bis steps. 

He said, "Pray don't be alanned by xo^ «^^-öiB^- 
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ing to you; but it is too late for you to be Lere 
alone." 

"I am not afraid," she answered. 

"That is because you are Ignorant of the risks 
yon ran." 

"I am not such a baby as you tbink." 

"Is it not like a cbild to court danger? I bave 
dan^hters of my own, as old or older than you, and 
I sbould not allow tbem to take solitary walks at 
tbis bour." 

"I am alone in tbe world, and most learn to 
take care of myself." 

"Do you object to baving some conversation 
witb me? My name is Sinclair." 

"I know wbo you are; you are tbe fatber of tbe 
young lady witb tbat funny little dog." 

He smiled to bimself at tbis speecb, from tbe 
girl wbo bad asserted ber power to take care of 
berself. 

He sat down by ber. "At your age you ougbt 
to be witb friends." 

"But if I baven't any? not an uncle or aunt in 
tbe World. Some distant cousins — stupid, disagree- 
able people, wbo write me sermonizing letters, and 
advise me to do wbat I never will. I would ratber 
tbrow myself into tbis lake." 

"Ä summaiy and wicked proceeding." 
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"I am not a bit afraid of dying, not a bit. I 
saw mj motber die ." 

Here tbe steady voice suddenly broke into a 
plaintive quiver, tbe girl pressed ber bands bard to- 
getber, and ber bead went down on ber breast. It 
was evident sbe was figbting against a burst of 
tears. 

Mr. Sinclair was a tender-bearted man. He 
could not find courage to speak at tbat instant to 
tbe orpban. At last be said, conscions tbat it would 
not do for bim to be seen sitting at tbat bour by 
tbe side of tbe poor girl, — 

"Will you let me take yon bome? I do not 
like to leave you bere." 

Sbe got np and walked in silence by bis side to 
tbe Pension. Sbe beld out ber band to bim, wben 
be bade ber "good nigbt." 

Tbe next day, Mr. Sinclair took bis eldest 
daugbter and Miss Toynbee to call on Miss Leigb- 
ton, and invite ber to spend tbe day witb tbem. 
Sbe interested tbem all, even Bessie. Never bad 
tbey before met witb sucb a stränge combination of 
cbild and woman as in tbis friendless young tbing. 
And tben ber singing — tbey could never bear 
enougb of it, anä tbus, day after day, Cattie went 
to tbe Sinclairs. 

Tbe more be saw of ber, tbe more ber deserted 
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State weighed on Mr. Sinclair^s mind. The Scotch, 
with all tbat appearance of shrewdness and caution 
wbich has gained for tbem the epithet "canny," bave 
an entbosiasm in tbeir nature, wliich ofttimes leads 
a Scot to do what their English brother would call 
a foolish proceeding. The more Mr. Sinclair pon- 
dered as to the future of tbis waif and stray thrown 
in bis patb, the more it seemed to bim tbat the only 
possible arrangement was to take her with tbem 
when they left Interlachen. He pleaded the cause 
of the fatherless with bis eldest daughter, and so far 
gained it, tbat Bessie agreed to Miss Leighton being 
invited to stay with tbem until she had decided on 
her future plans. 

"Really, and really, you will take me with 
you!" cried Cattie in a rapture of gratitude, kissing 
Mr. Sinclair's band; "but," with sudden recollection, 
"I don't know if I bave money enough for the 
joumey;" and she gave her little purse to Mr. 
Sinclair. 

"You are our visitor from tbis moment," he said, 
retuming the purse. 

Cattie was silent; but her change of colour 
showed how agitated she was. 

"How can I ever repay you?" she whispered. 

"Be a good girl." 

"Indeed I will try." 
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Six years had gone by since tbat day, and tili 
within the last few months there bad been perfect 
harmony among tbe girls. Uncle Dan, indeed, bad 
been tbe only one of tbe family wbo bad not long 
since become reconciled to Cattie's adoption. We 
know, and witb wbat nonsnccess, sbe bad at twenty- 
one proposed to foUow out ber motber's projects for 
ber. To Miss Toynbee alone bad Cattie confided 
tbe anxiety tbat bad taken bold of ber. 

"I See it Coming, T.," sbe often said, "I sball 
bave to go away." 

It was at tbis epocb tbat Count Armand de 
Jen^ay came to Mayfield. 

To-nigbt as Cattie sat at ber window recalling 
tbe past, ber tbougbts feil into tbe dark bereafter, 
and a mysterioas ecbo reacbed ber. . 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Uncle Dan dets bis Trap. 

Ten days went by, and still the Count was at 
Mayfield. Bessie wondered wby he did not go. 
Almost every one who came to the house asked 
when he was going. She siirmised that people were 
"beginning to talk" and "to conjecture," and the 
surmise was gall and wormwood to her. It brought 
back the wretched feelings she had had when kind 
friends had made such minute and suggestive in- 
quiries about Miss Toynbee, and three years later, 
she had again been vexed by hints and insinuations 
as to Cattie; and now, after a period of truce 
from any similar annoyances, here this Frenchman 
was going to give her no end of worry. What could 
he be staying for? They had had two State dinners, 
he had seen everyone and everything worth seeing 
in Edinburgh; they had had a pic-nic to Haw- 
thomdean, which had given her toothache and ear- 
ache, they had been to Abbotsford and to Melrose; 
what could he mean by staying there? 

What a ten days it had been to her! Not one 
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f those who saw her could imagine liow painful 
ad been her task. Bemaining in tlie drawing-room 
i^hen she was wanted elsewhere, because she would 
ot leave Cattie or May with that man. A down- 
ight martyrdom it was, to have the consciousness 
bat she was playing the part of a bore, and at 
lie same time to be prettj certain she was not 
oing mach good. One girl after the other gave 
ier cause of uneasiness; yes, even that mere child 
?ottie. The "mere child ^' had come one moming 
ato Bessie^s room in a rage to complain of May — 
lay, of all girls in the world! — accusing her of 
aving gone out without waiting tili Tottie was 
ressed! "And I saw her," wound up the angry 
omplainant, "I saw her Walking with the Count 
ip the avenue; I did with my own eyes." 

Bessie, with wonderfal command of herseif, said, 
Well, run after them;" and Tottie had done so 
dth a boot on one foot and a shoe on the other. 

Bessie was cruelly uncomfortable. She had 
.0 fault to find with the visitor. She could not 
onestly, and she was always honest in her judg- 
lents, accuse him of flirting with the girls. In 
oith, Tottie had the greatest share of his attention; 
k was Tottie who made him read English, who 
orrected his pronunciation, and who was always 
eady to help him out of any difficulties. Nor was 
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tliere anything to blame in Cattie's or May's manner 
A horrible saspicion sometimes crossed her minc 
as to her beloved sister. Sbe would have givei 
mucb to have whispered a word of counsel to Maj 
to have pointcd out to her the snares and pitfalls int( 
which an unwise attachment might lead her. Bn^ 
there was something in May which closed Bessie^ 
lips. It would have been like insulting the puritj 
ef an angel; was it possible that such a delicate 
white, ethereal being, the personification of Bessie's 
idea of a saint, could love, and love a Frenchman 
dark enough into the bargain for the spirit of evil 
Bessie would decide that it was impossible until sh( 
again saw May in the presence of the Count. 

"Cattie? Oh! as to Cattie, it would be onlj 
natural r* and Bessie saw no objection to such i 
match — only there must be the strictest proprietj 
in all the previous proceedings. Bessie would allo^ 
no girl considered a member of the family to com- 
promise herseif. She had watched Cattie narrowly 
but had discovered in her üone of the Symptome 
her woman's instinct had apprehended in May. li 
Cattie smiled sweetly or listened with captivating 
attention to the Count one hour, the next lAie 
manifested such indifference, or answered him so 
mockingly, that Bessie was puzzled. Besides, Cattie 
would have nothing to do with M. de JenQay'fl 
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mnsic, avoided singing with him, and slighted bis 
Sketches. 

"You would have a better cbance of bappiness," 
Said Mr. Sinclair one i&y to her, wben sbe bad 
been ridiculing tbe Count's talents, "if you were 
less fastidious or as good-natured as M. de Jen^ay." 

"I allow be is too good-natured, be praises 
everyone's singing and playing." 

"Ab! I understand, you would bave bim only 
alive to your superior merits," said üncle Dan. 

"I do not care for tbe admiration of a universal 
admirer," retorted Cattie. 

In a letter tbat Miss Leigbton wrote at tbis 
time to one of ber girl friends, sbe spoke tbus of 
M. de Jen^ay: "I can assure you, dear Minnie, 
be is not in tbe least dangerous to my peace; I 
almost wisb be were. I want to feel tbat wonderful 
feeling wbicb is said to take all seif out of one: 
M. de Jen9ay will never teacb me tbis. He is ratber 
good-looking, tall enougb, and tbin enougb; be 
is well bred, comes in and goes out of a room 
better tban any man I ever saw. I try in vain 
to find out wbat^s tbe secret of tbe manoeuvre. He 
understands sometbing of music and painting. I 
don't tbink bim a fool; but as to bis inspiring 
wbat you are pleased to style a profound etemal 
attachment — ^never, never, never! It's not in bim 
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to do it, my dear. In the meanwhile I am im- 
proving my French, and amusing myself at the 
same time. Poor Bessie is in a fever to get rid of 
this Gaul. Query, is he a Gaul, or a Frank? I 
must ask him." 

There had been one singular change during 
these ten days. Uncle Dan, who had received the 
Frenchman with a snarl and a growl, now often 
sought his Company; they had occasional tete-4-t^te 
walks, when the Count smoked his after-dinner cigar. 
What could be the point of union between these 
two? 

If any one had divined the principal subject 
Uncle Dan chose for his conversation, the topics he 
always managed to intertwine with whatever eise 
they spoke about, the puzzle would have been 
greater. Uncle Dan was making use of the cunning 
of the serpent, setting aside the guilelessness of the 
dove. No one could have suspected him of possess- 
ing such powers of pathos, as he displayed in relat- 
ing Cattie'a story; neither could any one have be- 
lieved that he had such a just appreciation of her 
talents. Uncle Dan went so fat against his con- 
science as to blame his brother for having prevented 
Miss Leighton ifrom profiting by her voice, to secure 
to herseif an independence. 

"But in your country," had replied de Jen^ayj 
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*^tli6re can be no doabt of so attractive a person 
marrying. You Englisb do not stipulate for a 
dowry; you foUow tbe dictates of your beart." 

"Well," Said Uncle Dan, closing bis eyes and 
quivering bis eyelids — a way be bad wben be bad 
no mind tbat bis tbougbts sbould be investigated — 
"Well, to a certain extent you judge us rigbtly. If 
we love a woman, we try our best to get ber to 
marry us, wbetber sbe bas money or not; but Miss 
Leigbton is not one wbo will be easily pleased. I 
believe sbe would far ratber work for ber bread tban 
marry firom interested motives; and feeling ber 
poverty, sbe will put a strict guard on any de- 
monstration of partiality, lest, you understand, 
she migbt be suspected of trying to make a good 
matcb." 

Tbere is, perbaps, notbing more alarming in tbe 
intercourse of man witb man tban tbe facility witb 
wbicb false impressions can be conveyed. Tbat was 
wbat Uncle Dan did during tbe latter part of tbe 
Count's Visit. 

One morning Miss Sinclair was told by tbe de- 
mure parlour-maid tbat tbe Frencb gentleman was 
going away on tbe Friday. Tbis was on a Wednes- 
day. Moved by ber secret uneasiness, Bessie went 
at once to May^s room, and imparted tbe informa- 
tion, taking care to be looking out of tbe window 
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as sbe did so. A momentary silence was broken 
hj May's exclaiming, "How tiresome this hair is!" 
Bessie, tuming round, saw May striving to fasten 
her plaits. 

"Let me do it for you, dear." 

"No, tbanks." And then May added, with a 
certain sharpness of tone, "It will be a great relief 
to you." 

"What, dear?" 

" The Count's going. You have looked the picture 
of misery ever since he came." 

Could this be May speaking? 

Bessie answered, "I confess I am not sorry. It's 
awkward having a young man who is no relation 
staying so long in a house füll of girls : and then, his 
being a Koman Catholic! Altogether, I am thankful. 
The excitement was getting too much for me; and 
we all want sea-bathing." 

Bessie saw two small hands trembling. 

"Let me finish your hair, May, or you will be 
too late for prayers." 

May yielded, and as the eider sister touched 
the fingers of the younger, she feit they were cold 
as ice. 

Perhaps, but for the incident of this hair-dress- 
ing, Bessie might have gone on to Cattie, and told 
her of the Count's intended departure; but before 
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May's plaits were all arranged the bell for prayers 
rang. 

At breakfast, de Jen^ay, addressing himself to 
Bessie, said that he had at last found sufficient 
conrage to tear himself from the charming society of 
Mayfield. 

"H me conte beaucoup, de m'en aller," he added 
in French, and he glanced round the table as if to 
make all there present feel they had a share in his 
regrets. 

Uncle Dan looked at Cattie, and what with his 
Stare and the surprise, she coloured, and aware 
that her flush might be observed made the flush 
deepen. 

■ 

M. de Jen^ay went on with his little speech — 
tried it in Euglish, broke down, and had to finish it 
in French. 

"It wonld be selfish in us to press you to pro- 
long your stay here, when Stranraer opens its 
hospitable gates to you;" and then Mr. Sinclair 
launched into a long description of the shooting of 
grouse and blackcock. "I believe I shall be able 
to procure you some deer-stalking." 

The Count spoke his thanks as concisely as a 
Briton could have done. 

Miss Toynbee said, "Ah, M, le Comte^ you ace 

WitM» an Äce. ^ 
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just leaving us, when you were beginning to improve 
in your English." 

"I shall forget never the kindness, the hap- 
piness, of this visit — my gratitude shall be ever 
lasting." 

The expression of bis face confinned bis words. 

"Ab, dear, dear!" went on tbe governess, "yoi 
bave forgotten wbat I explained to you about tb( 
8?iall and tbe loilV^ 

"But I sball and will never forget my kinc 
teacber," and be kissed Miss Toynbee's band. 

Sbe reddened a little, and witb an attempt t< 
laugb, Said — "It doesn't matter witb me, but yoi 
must not kiss ladies* bands in tbis country." 

"It is so natural — it expresses my feelings o 
respect better tban your sbake bands. That is goo< 
between men; to kiss a woman's band is an act o 
bomage." 

"But you must not do it, except to old ladieE 
wbo are great ladies also; never to a governess, ob 
or young." 

"As a rule, I sball obey, but I will make ex 
ceptions." 

Tbis morning was unaccountably like tbe* firs 
one of tbe Count's visit. The intimacy that ba< 
grown up during the intervening time bad vanished 
tbere was no pleasant morning cbat to discuss tb' 
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plans for the afternoon or evening. That was all at 
an end. 

Mr. Sinclair asked, as he had asked a fortnight 
ago, if de Jen^aj preferred a ride, or if lie had 
anj business to do in Edinburgh; and de Jen^ay 
answered as he had done before, choosing the ride 
with the ladies. 

"It would give me pleasure to go the same road 
as that of our first ride," he said to May and Cattie. 
The former smiled, and said, "Oh! yes;" the latter 
langhed, saying, "Quite sentimental." 

De Jen^ay did not need Bessie^s invitation to- 
day to go to the library, he took his way thither of 
his own accord. He feit a desire to be alone with 
his thoughts-, he had not expected to regret so much 
as he did leaving Mayfield. He had long since 
made up his mind that tender eitiotions were things 
dead and buried for him. But hearts have their 
winter, and rebloom again in spring. 

As soon as he had left the dining-room Miss 
Toynbee exclaimed, "That man is a thorough gen- 
tleman." 

"A bit of a humbug," was the short rejoinder from 
Cattie. 

"It was a kind heart dietated his compliment," 
persisted Miss Toynbee; "it was addressed to thft 
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oldest, the poorest, tbe plainest, the onlj dependent 
of the Company." 

"What makes you speak of yourself in that 
way?" Said Cattie crossly; "it's not true; I am more 
dependent than you; but you only do so to enhance 
tbat person." 

"You are a stränge girl. I am afiraid you have 
no heart." 

Cattie let the subject drop. 

Mrs. Johnson dropped in before lunch, and was 
told the news. 

"I hope none of you are likely to have broken 
hearts," said the good lady. "At your age I am 
of opinion I should not have been over glad to 
see him go. A pleasant manner is a grand con- 
jurei^" 

"I am broken-hearted , Aunt PoUy, if that will 
satisfy you," said Tottie. "I am not laughing; 
I mean what I say. I never did like anybody so 
much." 

"You are too old to talk such nonsense," said 
Bessie. 

"Take my advice, Tottie, and don't you be an 
old maid," said Mrs. Johnson. 

"I don't mean to, Aunt PoUy;" and Tottie 
began singing, "*I won't be a nun, I won't be a 
nun. 
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"And what does Miss Cattie say to his going?" 
asked Aunt Polly in a confidential whisper, adding, 
— "I fancied she was just a wee bit touched. What 
a capital matcli it would bo for her." 

Bessie's answer was not to the point; her dis- 
like of the subject, and her own private fears, 
made her observe, "I wish to Heaven he had never 
come!" 

Annt P0II7 at once surmised that there was 
something to teil-, and to her the belief in a love 
affair at Mayfield was « real consolation. Never 
had she had a suspicion of anything of the sort 
before. 

"Not May, I hope, my dear?" she said jesuiti- 
cally. 

Bessie answered hastily, "No, indeed!" 

XJncle Dan was what we are accustomed to call 
"an estimable person." He gave to the poor, never 
got into debt, was precise in his religious duties, 
praised for his attachment to his family. It is very 
common, even amoDg those who diligently read the 
Grospels, to take for their motto, "Charity begins at 
home," and this was Uncle Dan's device. He dis- 
liked the stranger within his brother's gates. She 
was an alien to his blood — an allen to his religion. 
He wished they were well rid of her — but by feir 
means; he would do her no wrong. So he said to 
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himself. In what lie had been seeking to do he 
thoroughlj persuaded himsclf he had her advantage 
as much in view as that of those belonging to him. 
When man or woman is beset by temptation, ar- 
guments in favour of it, and opportunities for yielding 
to it, never fail. 

Uncle Dan went out after breakfast to snn him- 
self in the long green walk , which on one side was 
bounded by the beech hedge of the library enclosure. 
It was there Aunt Polly found him, looking more 
than usually cross. Even when she bade him good 
morning bis hands remained doggedly crossed be- 
hind bis back. 

"It's real bonnie here," began the good-tem- 
pered woman. "What with the cows so peaceable 
in yon green park, and the smell of the herbs, and 
the pleasant breeze, it's just another garden of Eden-, 
but there's no keeping vexations out of this one any 
more than the serpent out of the other." 

"What's the woman driving at," growled Uncle 
Dan. 

"Ba, brother, it's just about Moosur de Jen^ay." 

Uncle Dan walked some steps hastily forward, 
then facing round on bis sister, he saidi in a deli- 
berate, raised voice. "I have had my doubts, but 
Miss Leighton has a brave spirit. She'll not let the 
Freuchman see she cares whether he goes or stays. 
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She^d eat her heart out before slie would let bim 
gaess be'd won it." 

"Well; tbere's always a fair side to every black, 
and I am tbankful to tbe Lord it's Miss Gattie, and 
none of tbe otber poor lambs." She sniffed tbe air, 
tben wbispered, "Sure as deatb tbe Count's bebind 
yon bedge. I smell bis tobacco. It*s to be boped 
be's not beard us — it wouldn't be fair to tbe poor 
lass." 

üncle Dan's bopes ran in tbe otber direction. 
Uncle Dan believed in Sbakspeare's knowledge of 
buman nature, and trusted tbat de Jen^ay bad beard 
all be intended bim to bear. 

Had be done wbat be did from any kindly 
motive, be migbt bave been pardoned for tbus 
striving to drift two individuals togetber, wbom be 
bad no reason for tbinking bad any preference for 
one anotber. Seif, and seif alone, bad ruled bim. 
Tbe worst of it is tbat tbose wbo act wrongly to- 
wards otbers, are not only guilty tbemselves, but are 
tbe cause of evil in tbose against wbom tbey bave 
offended. 

No man, be be young or old, bears tbat be is 
loved by a girl, sucb as Gattie Leigbton, and keeps 
bis blood cool — tbat of de Jen^ay, as Uncle Dan 
and Aunt PoUy spoke, rose to boiling beat. Many 
a long day after, in speaking of tbat moment, be 
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owned that he had sat at least half-an-hour with liis 
head in bis hands, trying to think steadily, as to 
how he ougLt to act. He also owned, that as he 
recovered his composure, his feeling was that of 
surprise — he was puzzled. He had never met one 
bash^l look from Cattie. She had always been 
quite self-possessed in his Company. She had hither- 
to appeared to him one of those exceptional women 
who revolve in an orbit of their o wn , having satel- 
lites; not one to be satisfied to shine by a borrowed 
light. 

The extreme reserve of an English girl, still an 
'article of faith with his countrymen, might certainly 
account for her careless manner towards him, yet he 
was puzzled, troubled, impatient. Could she have 
been the one to pelt him with rose leaves? He 
shrunk firom the notion. 

The agitation of his feeling showed itself in his 
features and in his embarrassed manner, when he 
met the ladies at luncheon. His silence was too 
marked to be overlooked. 

"What has come over our noble guest?" said 
Cattie to May, as they went upstairs to put on their 
habits. "He looks as if Bom% glamour had been cast 
on him since breakfast. And Aunt Polly, what can 
she mean by puffing li^e a steam-engine every time 
she looks at me?" ^ 



/ 
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May ran away with tears in her eyes. 

Cattie 8et oflF on her ride with a new-born idea 
that May's tears were connected with de Jen^ay's 
going away, and that leaving May was the cause of 
bis gravity. Moved by good-nature she tried to keep 
Queen Mab either before or behind the others, but 
de Jen^ay so perseveringly drew back or hurried 
forward to her side, that Cattie gave up her tactics. 
He had never been so agreeable to her before; bis 
manner was more reserved than usual, he showed 
towards her a marked homage. ^^I can't make it 
out," thought Cattie; "perhaps he wants to engage 
me as an ally, but he will find himself mistaken; 
and how solemn May looks." 

They went down to the sands and let the crisp 
waves come curling up to the horses' feet. The 
snn, low on the horizon, sent a long column of red 
light across the glassy sea. There was nothing living 
visible to them but their three selves on earth, and 
afar on the waters a boat, the sails gleaming white 
as it crossed the path of light. 

"How silent we three be!" cried Cattie. "Shall 
I sing you a ditty to cheer you?" and without wait- 
ing for an answer, she sung, — 

** Three corpsos lay out on the shining sands 
In the moming gleam as the tide went down, 
And the womcn are weeping and wringing their honds 
Per those who will noipf" ^me back to the to\^ii. , 
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For mGn must work, and woxnen muat weep, 
And the sooner it^s over the sooner to sieep , 
And good-by to the bar and its nioaning." 

How clear and piercing her voice rang ont those 
dreary words. What a pathetic break in the last 
line! 

"My Queen, you have spoiled my song," said 
Cattie, bending over her mare's neck to hide her 
emotion. She caught de Jen^ay's eye, and with 
sudden irritation she urged Queen Mab further into 
the sea. As de Jen^ay came to her side she used 
whip and curb and foot, to force on Queen Mab. 

"Take care," said the Count, "she will be out of 
her depth directly. I can see it by the colour of the 
water." 

"Go back if you are afraid," returned Cattie, by 
voice and hand pressing on Queen Mab. 

"Have you ever been on the back of a horse 
swimming?" asked de Jen^ay. 

"No; I should like to see what it is like." 

"I heg of you to turn your horse." 

"No; I never give up what J have begun. Pray 
go back to May; I can take care «itmyself." 

"If you go on, I go on."^ 

"I am not at all oblige^y^^Q you," said thewilful 
girl. 

Even as she spoke.^"^ ' \^Qxd quaked, for Queen 
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Mab began to plnnge in a way that sbowed her 
bravado wish was realized. 

"Shut your eyes and hold your pommel," said 
de Jen9ay, speaking quickly in French. 

Cattie feit as if she and her horse were spinning 
round and round. 

"We shall be safe in a minute," said de Jen^ay, 
who had hold of her bridle. A very long minute 
it seemed, and then Cattie feit that the mare had 
her feet on solid ground again. 

As Cattie opened her eyes, they met those of de 
JeuQay fixed on her, and with an expression she 
had never before seen. For an instant she looked 
away; the next she again rallied. 

"You have spoiled my adventure, M. de Jen^ay, 
and frightened May out of her senses, and all for 
nothing." 

That was all she said to the man who had, to 
say the least, saved her from a great risk. He could 
not have believed it, had he not himself heard 
it. Dripping wet, and pale as death, she was still 
indomitable. 

He tried to answer her in her own spirit. 

"Have you an ocean grandfather, or a river 
uncle? If so, warn your friends, that they may 
refrain from spoiling your sport with the waters." 

May, in the extremity of her terror, had jum^ed 
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off her horse, and as he spoke de Jen^ay dismonnt« 
to help her into the saddle again. As he did i 
May whispered, — "Don't fret her, or she may try 
a second time." 

De Jen9ay took the hint, and all the way hoi 
he devoted himself to May, which set Cattie wond» 
ing what that look in his eyes had meant. 

They retumed to Mayfield by cross roads a 
bye lanes, so that the dripping State of Catti 
habit and the general limpness of de Jen^ay's i 
pearance might not attract notice. Of course t 
ineident of the ride had to be mentioned on th 
arrival at home. Cattie, you may be sure, was 
well lectured by Mr. Sinclair and Miss Toynbee 
de Jen^ay was thanked. The young lady hers 
was impenitent, and carried her ingratitude so : 
as to declare she coiild not forgive M. de Jen^ 
his interference. In her excitement she added tl 
it was the second time she had been prevented t 
ing the effects of the water eure. 

The words were said: but they were the 1 
wilfiil ones that evening. They had smote on 1 
heart, bringing back vividly the grief that had fall 
on her at Interlachen. An orphan, friendless, po 
why did she thus thrust back kindness? Why y 
6he so rebellious? 
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Absorbed and silent, she took no part in tlie 
conversation. 

De Jen^ay took leave of the family after even- 
ing prayers. He was to leave Mayfield by one of 
the earliest trains the next moming. Very warmly 
be thanked Mr. Sinclair for bis bospitality — very 
warmly be sbook bands witb tbe rest of tbe party. 
If be beld Cattie^s band longer tban was necessary, 
sbe made no complaint to any one. He said some 
confused words about meeting again, wbicb no one 
answered, and tbenbe was gone. 

A general pause ensued after be bad left tbe 
room, broken at last by Mr. Sinclair. 

"A very fine young man." 

"A tborougb gentleman," added Miss Toynbee. 

"Ob! quite a bero! but not a conquVing one," 
said Cattie. Sbe bad tbe grace to blusb. 
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CHAPTEB V. 

Two in Unclc Dan^s Trap. 

M. DB Jenqay was gone, and Bessie Sinclair once 
more moved in maiden meditation, fancy free. She 
was once more mistress of her time. She could 
listen to the cook's long-winded discourse with pa- 
tience; she could put her store-room, which had 
lately lost all its neatness, into order again; she 
could be upstairs or downstairs, in the house, er out 
of it, with an easy mind. It is necessary, perhaps, 
to have been placed in a similar Situation, and to 
have a conscientiousness such as Bessie^s, thoroughly 
to sympathize with her present feelings of relief. 
She was so unusually lively as to appear even a 
little flighty; nevertheless the home atmosphere was 
heavy. 

May, always quiet, sat in her usual place near 
the north window of the small drawing-room, which 
the girls used as a study. May generally put the 
hours between breakfast and lunch to profit, either 
in copying out music, or in painting flowers from 
nature. All her talents were as modest as herseif. 
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She was veiy successful in portraying a single flower, 
in a pretty diminutive vase — she Was so employed 
now. 

Cattie, whose practising formerly had been one 
of Miss Sinclair's worries, was now lying on a sofa, 
with the last new novel in her band, turning over 
the pages so rapidly tbat it was clear sbe took no 
interest in her occupation. Cattie was working a 
problem in her head. 

Supposing that expression in the Count's eye 
meant wbat she thought it meant, what would have 
been the result had. she behaved otherwise than she 
had done. Did she regrether "curst ways?" What 
might the life of a French comtesse be? She quite 
agreed with Tottie, that Foreign titles were inferior 
articles to English ones; she also believed that she 
looked down on men of every other nation than her 
own. The French, she allowed, were the next best: 
there was no denying they were brave. She ended 
by saying to herseif that all speculations about M. 
de Jen9ay, and as to what might have been had this 
and that been different, were a waste of time, and 
she tumed again to her novel. 

All at once she threw the book on the floor, so 
startling May that her " forget-me-not" became a 
mere blotch of cobalt. 

"I beg pardon, dear May, but wby mW^^^^'öi 
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write such trasli about love and babies? I detest 
babies in novels. Wliy can't writers do as Miss 
Austen did? One can read all her books without 
being ashamed. Her horoes ask her heroines to 
marry them in a reasouable way — no humbug about 
dying for love." 

"You forgot your enthnsiasm about JEtainßy'* 
retumed May. 

"Yes, but that's poetry; and it all happened in 
the fabulous ages, when there were giants and no 
Stockbrokers in the land; but you'll allow that I 
always said if I had been Enid, I would have 
galloped away from that wretch of a husband of hers. 
And Marianna, I don't wonder she was left to her- 
seif. I don't believe in that sort of pining." Cattie 
was quite unnecessarily forcible on the subject. 

Miss Sinclair here came in with the cheerful air 
and manner which had been hers before the Count^s 
visit. 

"What pleasant news have you to give?" asked 
Cattie, aggressively. 

Miss Sinclair did not reply immediately. She 
sat down to her own peculiar table, opened her tiny 
work-basket, which somehow, however, contained all 
the necessary implements for work, took up the 
stitch of her crochet lace, and then said, — "It's such 
a relief to have the house to oneself." 
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May resumed her painting, and Cattie her book, 
and not ' another word was spoken by any of the 
three nntU tbe luncbeon bell mng. Miss Sinclair 
had tlie drawing-room all to herseif that afternoon. 
She was so satisfied that some peril had been averted, 
that she bore her Isolation with the perfect equanimity 
which excellent people evince under the trials of 
their neighbours. 

At lunch Tottie declared that the house was like 
a tomb, and wondered where the Connt was. At 
dinner the same young lady propounded the question 
to her father, whether they were ever likely to see 
the Connt again. 

"Possibly; we generally do meet people over and 
over again," was the answer. 

In the evening Mr. Sinclair observed that it was 
time to make preparations for their annual trip to 
the sea-side. Where should they go? To Broughty 
Ferry, or to St. Andrews?" 

"Oh! dear Dar, let us go to Skye," said Cattie. 

"A capital thought," retumed Mr. Sinclair; "it 
will tighten up onr nerves to get rid of civilized 
Society for a time." 

"It will be very inconvenient, sir," remonstrated 
Bessie. "We shall have to depend on the steamers 
for meat and poultry and vegetables." 

Within an Ace, ^ 
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^'We shall be able to get oatcakes and golls' 
eggs if we are hard driven for food,'' said Catde. 

^^I have a great dislike to trying ezperiments," 
said Miss Sinclair. "I have always remarked that 
those who are the first to ran tlie risk of disagree- 
ables, are the most discontented when they arrive.*^ 

"Why did you put Skye in our heads, Cattie?" 
said Mr. Sinclair. "If we go, you must undertake 
to bear the brunt of the ill-humour of the whole 
party." 

"I shall do whatever you desire me to do/* said 
Cattie. 

"Then get a Bradshaw and find out the route 
for US." 

It was settled that they were to go to Skye. 
Mrs. Johnson of course came to wish them good-bye, 
and of course was inquisitive as to the Gount's last 
words: what had he said and done when he took 
leave? 

"Thanked papa, and shook hands with all of 
US," answered Miss Sinclair. 

"As we are alone, my dear," went on Aunt 
Polly, "I may say I am astonished. He gave me 
the idea of thinking of one of you. However, I am 
not sorry that things are as they are. I have been 
hearing horrible stories about the French. Mrs. 
Fräser Lowsands told me her mother knew a French- 
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man who afterwards poisoned his wife to marry 
another woman. Not at all a nice proceeding, as 
ehe Said." 

To Skye they went, and it all occnrred as Miss 
Sinclair had predicted. It was supremely difficnlt 
to provide for the daily wants of so large a party; 
and then no one was in spirits, or even sociable. 
Cattio took long solitary scrambling walks; sat on 
the sea-shore, listening to the sharp melancholy cry 
of sea-birds. She would sit for hours throwing stones 
into the sea. Could Bessie have read Cattie^s thoughts 
during those solitary hours, she would have been 
less harsh in her judgment of her father^s adopted 
child. 

Cattie suffered in secret from Miss Sinclair's in- 
creasing coolness towards her. But where could she 
go? She had no friends. What could she do? If 
she exerted her talents in the way congenial to her 
tastes, she must paiu and offend l^Ir. Sinclair, and 
voluntarily she would do neither. And she darcd 
not go out as a governess. She was inwardly con- 
yinced that she could never succeed in that way, and 
yet to remain where she was; unwelcome if not an 
object of suspicion: it was very hard. A vague 
uneasiness weighed on her; she thrilled with sudden 
fears, and singular forebodings. "I wish I were 
good and yielding as May," she would think, as she 
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sat flinging pebbles and listening to the sea-gulls^ 
ciy. "I wisli I were some one eise. I wisli I conld 
get rid of that torrible longing: I scarcely know for 
what I shall go tnmbling abont in space, and never 
find a resting-place." 

Often she tlionght of de JeuQay, of the lock she 
had Seen in bis eyes after her foolish escapade. Did 
she regret his departure? Sometimes she fancied she 
did. Did she wish to see bim again? That qnery 
was not so easy to answer. Even in the innermost 
recesses of her mind, it remained without a distinct 
reply. One day she came to the conclusion that she 
had no heart, and that what she wanted was a 
companion for her mind. Yes, that was it; intellectnal 
life was her ideal; some one to reason with, to whom 
to pour out her thoughts; some one who would 
analyse and discnss all great subjects with her. Study 
was a refuge and a defence; Art, a hope — far above 
all other earthly enjoyments — the noblest use of life. 
Why did circumstances tie her wings? 

May was no gayer than Cattie. She employed 
herseif painting the shells and sea-weed Tottie brought 
her. Miss Toynbee devoted herseif entirely to her 
pen. She enjoyed the change, and so did Mr. 
Sinclair; they were the only ones who did so, for 
Unele Dan was clearly moping. 

One moming at breakfast, there was a transient 
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excitement. Mr. Sinclair received a letter &om tlie 
Coant; the liandwriting was unmistakeable: Frencb 
and Englisli handwriting differ as mucb as otlier 
French and English things. Mr. Sinclair read the 
letter througli, tlien threw it across the table to 
Bessie. She read it in her turn, refolded it, and 
retnmed it in silence to her father. Provoking 
Bessie! 

But Mr. Sinclair liked no mysteries in his bome, 
and he said, laying it before Cattie, "You and May, 
and Miss Toynbee above all, onght to have the 
benefit of such neatly-tumed compliments , as much 
addressed to you all as to me." 

De Jen^ay wrote a pleasant, lively letter, describ- 

ing first the sporting life at B Lodge, and at- 

tributing the attention shown to him as the result 
of friendship for Mr. Sinclair. The only drawback 
was the absence of that delightful female society 
which was the charm of Mayfield. There followed 
a request to present his hommages respectumx ä ces 
demoiselles^ and an assurance of most affectionate and 
distinguished regard for Mr. Sinclair. A P.S. men- 
tioned that the writer was retuming to France in ten 
days. 

"When you write, sir," said Miss Toynbee, "I 
heg you will offer M. de Jen^ay my kind remem- 
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brances. He is the only man I ever knew who 
reminded me of Sir Charles Grandison." 

"The greatest bore ever made a hero of," said 
Cattie. "I mean Sir Charles Grandison," she added. 

"I don't see any necessity for my writing," said 
Mr. Sinclair; "if I do, he will write again, and it 
will go on for ever. I had bettor let the cor- 
respondence die at once." 

"Letter writing is only pleasant when there are 
interests in common," observed Bessie. 

"Why do you hate the Connt so much?" asked 
Tottie. "I am snre he never did any one any härm. 
He was as kind as kind could be, even to Cattie, 
who was always rüde to him." 

Cattie said, "You should not make wholesale 
accusations, Tottie;" and as she spoke a furions 
blush covered her face. She went out of the room 
with the comfortable conviction that everyone, even 
Unclo Dan, had remarked her change of colour. 

Time goes on, as we all know, whether we are 
dnll or gay, hopeful or desponding, the measnre of 
its pace is in ourselves. Mr. Sinclair's six weeks' 
holidays were over, and he must return to work. 
As they all stood together on the deck of the steamer 
taking them to Oban, he said, "Why shouldn't we 
take a trip to Norway next year?" 

Next year! Fathers of girls never seem to 
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anticipate any change in their family party. They 
see marriages taking place all round them, and they 
live without fear that the same accident or incident 
may happen to derange their course of existence. 
Whoever met a match-making father? 

"By the Lord Harry, here's the Count tumed 
np again!^^ exclaimed Mr. Sinclair, as he looked 
over his letters on arriving at Mayfield. "Postmark 
shows he is in France." He read all his other 
correspondence first before he opened de Jen9ay's 
letter. There were two enclosnres, he read a few 
lines from one, then slipped it back into the envelope 
without any remark; even Miss Sinclair feit corious. 

"What do you think it's about?" asked Tottie, 
when Mr. Sinclair had left the room. 

"Business, which does not concem us," said Miss 
Sinclair; but she was not frank in saying so. 

By and bye Beatson appeared to beg Miss 
Leighton to go to the library. 

"Goodness gracious me!" cried Tottie, her eyes 
almost out of her head. 

Cattie found Mr. Sinclair pacing up and down 
the library, looking very grave. 

"Sit down, my dear;" and he placed her in his 
own arm-chair close by the fire. He feit that her 
hands were cold as ice. 

He now heightened, now lowered the gas. At 
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last be sat down by Cattie, and said, "Probai 
you will not be so surprised by the letter I ha 
received from M. de Jen^ay as I am." 

Cattie was sbaking &om bead to foot; e 
steadied berself by holding the arms of her cb« 
Had sbe been able to speak, sbe would bave repli( 
No, sbe was not surprised; sbe bad feit sore it woi 
come; it bad been revealed to ber, bow sbe conld i 
explain. 

Mr. Sinclair went on: "One of my letters is fr« 
tbe Count's motber. Acting in aecordance witb i 
castoms of ber country, sbe writes to me asking y 
in marriage for ber son. He bas also written; b( 
letters are coucbed in tbe bandsomest terms, 
seems tbat tbe Count conceived a serious attacbmi 
for you during bis visit bere." 

"He bas been in no burry to make it knowi 
said Cattie, in a busky tone of voice. 

"I do not tbink tbe worse of bim for tbat; 
was rigbt to take time for reflection. Marriage ii 
serious affair, Cattie; and a man of two and tbi: 
considers it sucb. Besides, de Jen^ay meets y( 
reproacb by saying, bis delay was occasioned by 
motber^s absence from La Gonesse, and be bad ] 
consent to obtain before be could explain bis sei 
ments. Anotber national custom, and a praisewort 
one." 
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"Do they know that I am penniless?" 

"I nnderstand from both letters that tliey look 
for no fortune." 

"How does he know I have none?" 

"Why meet a proposal that honours you in so 
captious a spirit? Kead what Madame de Jen^ay 
and her son write, and judge for yourself of the 
spirit in which they wrote." 

Cattie took the letters. "Mnst I give an answer 
at once?" 

"Not at all," he said, eagerly. "Take time for 
reflection, Cattie; and remember that as long as I 
live you have a home and a father." 

Cattie ran out of the room upstairs, and locking 
her door, threw herseif on her bed in a convulsion 
of tears. "He wants to be rid of me." 

She had not marked the emphasis he put on the 
words, "As long as I live you have a home." 

Cattie's fate had lately been weighing on Mr. 
Sinclair's mind. He was aware of the discomfort 
gaining ground in his household. That the poor 
girl had been a bone of contention with outside 
connections had not much troubied him, but when 
dissension took her place by his own hearth, the 
cause of it became a serious anxiety. Could he 
have rendered this child of adoption independent, 
the eure of the evil would have been in his power. 
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Bat neither during liis lifo nor at bis deatb did lie 
consider that be bad a rigbt to lessen tbe moderate 
portions of bis daugbters. Sooner or later, Cattie's 
bigb spirit would take tbe alarm, and be sbrnnk 
more tban ever from one wbo was as a daugbter to 
bim, going out into tbe world to gain ber daily 
bread. He knew bow sbe would do tbis, and 
tbougbt witb borror of tbe temptations tbat would 
assail ber. Just as tbese considerations were press- 
ing more and more beavily on bim, came tbis pro- 
posal of marriagO) offering every advantage of for- 
tune and rank, placing Gattie at onco in tbe Situa- 
tion most suited to ber tastes. 

True, be sbould disapprove of one of bis daugbters 
marrying a Koman Catbolic; but Cattie was not bis 
daugbter — not a Presbyterian ; and witb all bis good- 
ness and tolerance, Mr. Sinclair looked upon Episco- 
palians as pretty mucb on a par witb Papists. If 
sbe could love M. de Jen^ay, it really would be a 
most bappy issue from tbe dilemma of ber Situation. 
Sbe would bave all of wbicb sbe now bad notbing 
— family, fortune, position. 

"God forgive me if I err in wisbing tbis!" he 
exclaimed, as sbe left bim. 

"Wbere's Cattie?" said Mr. Sinclair, wben be 
went back to tbe drawing-room. 

"I tbougbt sbe was witb you," answered Bessie. 
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At tea-time, Tottie was sent to call Cattie. 
Without opening the door, Cattie answered that she 
would be down directly. 

Slie bathed her face, and went to the drawing- 
room, intending to show lierself calm and collected; 
but the moment she saw the familiär forms gathered 
in a cheery circle round the table, then she shivered 
from head to foot. "I am tumed out," passed 
through her mind. 

Bessie it was who said, "Tottie, go and fetch 
a shawl;" and Bessie it was who wrapped it round 
Cattie's Shoulders. What was the moving spring 
of Bessie's unwonted kindness? Did any one ever 
pain another, and keep his own soul untroubled? 
Cattie feeling Bessie's arms round her, looked up 
with pathetic eyes, and said, "Kiss me." And Bessie 
did so. That tender action of Bessie's, and her 
kiss, deoided Cattie^s destiny. She said in her heart, 
"Dear old propriety, I will make you happy." 
Then she took up the book nearest to her, and shaded 
her face with her band. She had no idea that it 
was the German grammar she was pretending to read. 

Uncle Dan watched May eagerly. There was 
nothing stränge in her proceedings. She remem- 
bered, as usual, who took cream and who did not, 
and the nnmber of lumps to put into the several 
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cups; and afterwards played clicss witb liim. Even 
Tottie was glad when bcdtime came. 

Next moming, Beatson tlie demure carried a 
note from Miss Leigbton to Mr. Sinclair. It con- 
tained only tliese lines: — 

"Dbar Mr. Sinclair, — 
■f " Please to write and say I accept M. de Jen9ay'8 
offer. 

"Your grateful orplian, 

"Cattie." 

After sending this note, slio went to Miss Sin- 
clair's room. 

"I have como to teil you that I have accepted 
M. de Jen9ay. Don't wisli me joy. It's too stupid 
to congratulate a girl becanse sbe bas decided to 
tie berself to a man wbo may make ber wretcbed. 
How pleased your aunt Jobnson will be. Shell 
tbink of tbe 'nice proceeding' of tbe Frenchman 
wbo poisoned bis wife. Teil May and tbe rest, 
will you?" 

Away ran Cattie. Going downstairs sbe met 
Uncle Dan. 

"Are you not breaking your beart?" sbe asked. 

"About wbat?" And bis tone was tbat of alarm. 
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"Why, yon are soon to lose me; tlio wliet- 
stone for your satire, tlie target for your arrows 
of scom." 

On she went. The next person slie came upon 
was Miss Toynbee. 

"Gness what's the next absurd tliing I am 
going to do? I am going to marry and be 
married." 

"And to my Sir Charles Grandison!" exclaimea 
tlie good T. rapturously. 

"If you say a word in his praise or about my 
happiness, I won't have him. Tlio letter is not 
gone yet" 

It was an understood thing that the snbject was 
not to be discussed. 

Little by little, however, a change came over 
Cattie^s mood. Of all observers of the phases of 
an engagement, a young girl of fifiteen or sixteen is 
the one who draws the most ingenious conclusions 
from what escapes her eiders. 

"Cattie has not asked Miss Toynbee to help 
her with her letter to the Count to-day," said 
Tottie*, "and she did when she answered the two 
first." 

It was Tottie who made it known to the others 
that Cattie knew the days when her French letters 
would arrive, and was always down very early on 
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that moming, and Tottie knew tbat Cattie cairied 
them about in her pocket 

"She's not so cankered as she was. Slie wonH 
say so ; but I am sure she is desperate fond of her 
Connt." 

"Don't be so coarse," said Miss Sinclair; "it's 
very vrrong to be occupyiug your mind with such 
things." 

■ "Why more wrong für me than for tho rest of 
you. Besides, it is quite right to lovo the person 
you marry*, and I hope I shatl be marriod before I 
am twenty; that I do." 

Every one in the honse, even to the boy who 
cleaned the boots, was taken up about tlie engage- 
ment. The greatest interest was shown in carrying 
the letters to Miss Leighton. Even Beatson went 
about with furtive smiles. As Mrs. Johnson said, — 
"The reproach (meaning single blessedness) was 
taken &om the house, and one marriage makes 
many," concluded Aunt Polly, joyfuUy. 

"A nobleman be a nobleman, whether he be 
a furrin or a home one; and Miss Cattie will have 
to be called *My lady' when she comes to visit 
US." That was what Beatson said; and they all 
rejoiced over the glory that had fallen on the family 
they were in. 
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CHAPTEß VI. 

m 

"Changing Old Lamps for New." 

Miss Leigbton had been transformed into 
Madame la Comtesse Armand de Jen^ay. Weddings, 
as a mle, are great trials to all concemed in them. Let 
US be satisfied with a very few particnlars about this 
one. Everything was conducted with tlie greatest 
propriety. Aunt PoUy, who was present on the 
occasion, and with a radiant face, you may be sure, 
was never tired of describing how well Bessie had 
managed, "though, poor thing, she had had no 
experience of such doings." Another topic of un- 
&iling interest with the good lady was the bride- 
groom's behaviour. "He had brought his cousin 
the Prince, and the Duke his godfather with him; 
and yet he was not a bit cold nor upsetting. Most 
delightful! And when he put the ring on her finger, 
he laid his l^and on hers so tenderly, it brought the 
tears to my eyes." Aunt PoUy's description always 
had the same effect on her. 

Felicitations and presents had flowed in in an 
almost unceasing stream during the last week. 
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Aston ishing to Cattie herseif how many friends bIk 
had; and tben, wliat was she to do with all thoM 
carriage-bags and handkcrchief sachels, &c. 

Another qnestion pnzzlod Aunt PoUy and others 
Was the bride to be called Comtesse (it was comica 
to hear the nasal sounds supposed to be the righ* 
tliing) or CountessV 

"Countess," decided Miss Toynbee. "Peoph 
say Baroness Rothschild in England." 

May and Tottie were the bridesmaids. The las 
drew off the bride's glove, for May trembled w 
much she could not. 

Cattie had begged not to be present at the break 
fast. She said she could not stand being speechifiei 
about, and having her health drank. Her pale fac« 
showod that she was not fit for what she called "tb 
festive scene." She was Cattie to the last, keepinj 
down all that was tender and loveable in herseli 
As the carriage drove off, Mr. Sinclair, retuming t 
tlie drawing-room, said,— 

"Now, aunt PoUy, not a word about marriage 
for the next ten years." 

Uncle Dan was the only absentee of the familj 
He had gone away some days before; but he an 
Cattie had shaken hands amicably. 

The Count and Countess had gone to Ron» 
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Wlien De Jen9ay reminded Cattie of her wish to 
Visit Italy, she answered, — 

" Circumstances brought me. My theory is 
proved. Do you yield?" Of course he did. 

The bride wrote home, as she still continned to 
call Mayfield, in raptures with all she was seeing and 
doing. She was beginning to speak Italian with 
facility. She was taking lessons in oils firom one of 
the first artists of the French School. She had also 
a great singing-master. She wrote of rides in the 
Campagna, of blue horizons, purple domes, of buffa- 
loes, of arches, columns, the Pope and the cardinals, 
her mother-in-law*s good Mends, and of the Easter 
ceremonies. 

"How thoroughly happy she seems," said Miss 
Toynbee. 

"She says precious little of him who gives her 
all these pleasures," said uncle Dan. 

"Her happiness is the best proof of their being 
comfortable together," said Mr. Sinclair. 

And now we must take leave of Mayfield. 
Goethe says something to this effect, that "Absence 
does not blot out our friends — it only makes their 
lines fainter.'' Mayfield and its inmates were always 
dear to Cattie^s heart; but they no longer formed 
part of her daily lifo. We shall hear of them^ ijer- 

Wiihin m Äce, ^ 
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haps see thenii occasionally; but it is Cattie^s history 

that is to be told. 

To the west, it was all amber and purple; in the 

east, rosy clouds flecked the delicate opal hnes of 

the sky. Birds were singing, flowers scenting the 

air, the earth seemed decked for a fete, as Monsieur 

and Madame de Jen^ay came in sight of the Chateau 

de la Gonesse. The two sharp-pointed turrets, and 

the steep grey roof had been visible for some time — 

almost ever since they had left the railway terminns 

at St. Blaize. Round a sharp comer, up a trying 

bit of hill, and then the spirited little black horses 

dashed under an archway into a large court. Facing 

the archway was the Chäteau, and opposite to that 

again were the Stahles and other outbuildings. 

About the whole there was an unmistakable air of 

antiquity. 

A diminutive female figure, dressed in some 
dark material, her skirt very short, showing a pair 
of small thick leather boots, a black satin cape on 
her Shoulders, a cap6te on her head, was Standing 
on the perron. 

"My mother," said the Count. 

"Good heavens! What a specimen of the old 
noblesse," thought Cattie. 

The little old lady ran nimbly down the flight 
of Steps, and herseif opened the carriage-door. A 
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pair of the brightest and most langhing blue eyes 
looked eagerly at Cattie. 

"Vite, ma belle, que je vons embrasse," and the 
Dowager stood on tiptoes and kissed her son^s wife. 

They went up the steps into a broad corridor, 
which traversed the honse, a glass door opposite the 
front door giving egress into the flower-garden. 

"There, there — we won't stop to look at any- 
thing. Come to the salon. I am dying to see you 
withont your bonnet," continued the vivacions lady. 

They went np a wide stone staircase, with 
quaintly carved balustrades, passed through a similar 
corridor to the one below, and then into the draw- 
ing-room. 

Cattie conld not restrain an exclamation of de- 
light. 

"Oh! what a pretty room." 

"Never mind the room. I want to see your 
face." 

Cattie took off her bonnet, and stood blushing 
and smiling to be looked at 

"I am satisfied," said the Dowager. "Armand 
did not teil me a üb." 

"Does he ever?" 

"Men all do, when they talk to or of women. 
Dien! how I have heard them deny that they thought 
a woman handsome to their wives. I "qä^^t \i^<s^^ 
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a Word they say, unless my own eyes or ears back 
them np. I did not give Armand credit for such 
good taste. I never considered him particular in bis 
admirations. I shall adore you." 

What a Speech to make to a three months* wife, 
and that wife Cattie! 

A sigh made both ladies tum round. 

"Ab!" went on tbe Dowager. "I forgot to pre- 
sent my niece to you, Mdlle. de Kerouanne." 

Yolande de Kerouanne came forward: an im- 
mense woman; sbe was tall as a Cent Garde, and 
witb Shoulders to match; black-haired, black-eyed, 
brown-skinned, and with a famous moustache. Add 
to this a loud clear voice. Madame her aunt bad 
nicknamed her "la Gdante." 

"Don't be frightened," said tbe Dowager. "Sbe 
is as harmless as a dove." 

"No; no one could be afraid of Yolande wbo 
bad once looked into her eyes. They were as pure 
and innocent as those of a little cbild, witb tbe 
honest fond look of some great stupid spaniel. 

"Isn't sbe delightful, Yolande?" 

"Perfectly," retumed Yolande, witb an empbasis 
that was touching and absurd. 

"Sbe means what sbe says," continued tbe old 
lady, glancing up at tbe great tall woman patroniz- 
ingly. "I never caught our G^ante saying what 
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she did not mean, thongh ehe has lived all her life 
with me. However, to-day we are botli of one mind. 
And now let me show you your apartment." 

Opening a door at the further end of the cor- 
ridor, slie nshered her daughter-in-law into a spacious 
room, with Windows looking over the flower-garden 
into what in England we should call the home park, 
and through which a bustling little river cnt its 
way. 

"I have prepared this for you," said the old 
lady, "bnt you can make your own choice, for I 
am only going to stay here long enough to introduce 
you to the right people. I cannot trust Armand. 
He would launch you into the bourgeois sei Don't 
let him. I was terrified ho would marry into it." 

^'But I am not noble," said Cattie, flushing, and 
drawing herseif up in a stately way that would have 
become a queen. 

"No; but you are a foreigner, ma belle, and 
have no relations. Do you see the difFerence?" 

Cattie did not at all approve of this reason for 
waiving objections to her; but the Do wager intimi- 
dated her. Emerson^s explanation of this unwonted 
Sensation in the young Countess would be that the 
Do wager, having the more powerful pulse and the 
better digestion, must, therefore, infallibly govem 
the other. 
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"Must you go?" asked Cattie, to cover her dis- 
comüture. 

"Thank you, my dear little one. You are 
amiable, but not sincere. You would not wish me 
to stay; and you are right. We are as different in- 
side as outside. You are fashioned for to-day, and 
I for yesterday. Besides, travelling keeps us young. 
When I am in some stränge place, all new around 
me, I forget my years. My going is settled. I teil 
you so at once, that we may spend a few days hap- 
pily together. Armand's marriage gives me my 
freedom. Now then, I leave you to rest-," and the 
Dowager, kissing Cattie^s cheek, tripped away like 
a girl of sixteen. 

In the evening, Cattie must sing. Armand had 
told her that his mother was a judge of music, and 
also an epicure. She must have the best or none. 
The young wife saw that he was anxious as to the 
effect of her singing by the way he asked her if she 
thought she could manage the finale of the San- 
nambula, or ^'Eegnava quäl silenzio." 

'^I shall not be able to sing anything if you talk 
so much about it. I am beginning to feel quite 
fractious." 

The husband-lover did as so many of them do 
when they try to soothe a woman out of humour, 
she can scarcely teil why. Cattie did not, in con- 
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sequence, look half so pretty when she went down 
to dinner as on arriving. But her mother-in-law 
was so vivacious, and told so many good stories, 
that she soon brought back the joung Countess's 
smiles. 

"Armand made you cross before dinner," whis- 
pered the Dowager. "I saw it in your face. Avoid 
t^tes-4-t^tes with your husband. They are perilous 
between married people. What can they have to 
say to one another, except abont money? Now go 
to sleep on the sofa for half-an-hour, and then you 
shall wake up and sing to me. I love music," con- 
cluded the Speaker, as if she loved nothing eise. 

" Open the piano and light the candles," said the 
old lady, as her son came into the salon. 

Cattie sat down to the piano, and away rushed 
her firm little fingers firom bass to treble and back, 
her diamond rings flashing to the sound. The 
mother-in-law settled herseif in her arm-chair like 
one satisfied. 

Cattie divined what would be best to sing. She 
chose one of Gordigiani's populär airs: "O Santis- 
sima Vergine." 

It looks so easy on the music-desk — not a trill, 
not a roulade — and yet what a triumph of art it 
may be made. What grace, what exquisite grace 
and artistic simplicity in the young Countess^s render- 
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ing of it, and the perfect prontmciation of eacb 
syllable. Even with a less wonderfal voice such 
singing mnst liave been a treat. 

Wben the last note bad died away tbe Dowager 
opened ber eyes. Sbe said only one word, "Deli- 
cious!'^ and tben again buried berself in ber cbair, 
adding, "More, more, ma ebene." 

Cattie sang, "Voi cbe sapete." 

"Not anotber note to-nigbt," exclaimed tbe eider 
Madame de Jen^ay: "not anotber; my wbole soul 
is steeped in barmony. If anytbing could keep me 
bere, it would be tbat delicious voice, tbat talent 
But I mnst go; it wonld never do." Sbe spoke as 
one does wben speaking to oneself. Tben to Cattie: 
"Wben you sing, I am sure you are cold in tbe 
back. I sbonld bave been glad to see you as well 
as bear you, but I dared only take one glance, for 
tbere, just as I expected, was tbat stupid Yolande, 
making a fool of berself as usual." 

Cattie^s looks of surprise made tbe Dowager add: 
"Sbe cannot belp berself, poor soul; but take my 
advice, wbenever you are going to sing to any one, 
first send ber out of tbe room. Sbe would caricature 
an angel. If you raise your eyes, so will sbe; ii 
you round your elbows, so will sbe. If sbe goes to 
a play, we never dare to let ber sit in tbe front of 
a box." 
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Yolande listened to all tliis quite nnconcernedly; 
but when Conntess Armand tnmed and smiled to 
her, the G^anto's Juno eyes met Cattie's with a pas- 
sionate look almost embarrassing. 

"Shall I like this place? Will it ever feel like 
Lome? What two stränge women! Are all French- 
women odd? I shall not be sorry when the old lady 
goes. She reminds me of nncle Dan. Her son, her 
only son, and yet she does not love himi Why?" 
These were some of the thoughts floating through 
Cattie^s mind that evening. 

Her spirits sunk. She had become accustomed 
to her set at Eome, almost all English, and she feit 
now for the first time that she had left her "own 
people." 

Armand found her crying in her dressing-room. 
He knelt down before her, kissing her hands, im- 
ploring her to teil him what ailed her. He had for 
the last eight weeks been doing his very best to 
spoil her. Of all her nnmerous admirers he had 
been the chief, her most dovoted slave. This adora- 
tion did not mnch touch her. She let him adore 
her with a complacency that said plainly, "I hope 
you are satisfied." 

The Sharp Dowager said before she left: 

"I admire these Englishwomen; their calm is in- 
comparable. Here is this daughter of mine. Her 
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husband comes or goes; she is equally placid. She 
sits serene as a goddess to be adored. Now onr 
young wives, with their Frencb impetuosity, make 
such a fuss; thoy are in fits if they lose sight of their 
husbands. Not those in Paris," she added, correct- 
ing herseif. "My beauty," addressing Cattie, "you 
remind me of a glacier." 

''In England I was accused of being too expan- 
sive, too warm." 

"Madame Lafond cannot nnderstand how you 
can let Armand out of your sight When she mar- 
ried, she loudly wished that there had only been one 
chair in her house." 

"Why?" asked Cattie. 

"Why? Because then she and her husband 
must have always sat on the same chair." 

Cattie put up her lip for all answer. 

Let US retum to the day afber Count and Countess 
Armand^s arrival at La Oonesse. 

After the cup of early coffee, the husband and 
wife stroUed out of door before the dew was off the 
flowers, of a thousaud hues, that fiUed the garden 
with their perfiime. The tops of a line of distant 
hüls were touched by the golden light of the mom- 
ing sun. The murmur of the awakening village, 
low, yet distinct, met their ears. Arm in arm they 
passed through the gate leading into the park. 
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"What a charming place for a croquet-ground!" 
exclaimed Cattie. "I suppose there are neighbours, 
are there not?" 

"A good many at St. Blaize; but my mother Vi- 
sits only one or two families." 

"But we are going to change all that. You are 
of the new school, you know, and I am un peu ga- 
mine," and Cattie looked archly at him; and he 
drew her arm further within his. 

"You must Order a mowing machine, like the 
one at Mayfield, and in a few weeks this grass will 
be perfect for playing. I am snre croquet parties 
would be populär directly." 

"You will have to teach the game." 

"That's easily done. I shall take two or three 
in band, and then they can teach two or three more. 
It's such an easy way of entertaining." 

"I am afraid the Prüfet, and the Maire, and the 
Conservateur des Forsts can't be tumed into croquet 
players." 

"Don't throw cold water on my plans, or I shall 
begin to hate the place at once." 

"No, no. You must leam to love the old 
house." 

"Then the first thing to do is to get the mowing 
machine." 

While thus talking they had been going up a 
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rising ground. Arrived at the summit he bid her 
look around. Far, far to right and left, on towards 
the blue mountains hemming iu the Valley, now 
hathed in sunshine, the land called him lord. Marked 
by that great mass of chestnuts was the site of the 
Chäteau de Jen^ay, destroyed in the great revoln- 
tion, only a yard of wall and some heaps of rubbish 
remaining to show where the great pile of bnilding 
had stood. 

"La Gonesße," explained the Count, "had for- 
merly been the residence of some cadet of the fa- 
mily." 

"It has a delightfnl old look. I shall send a 
sketch of it to Mayfield, and if I can only find two 
or three pleasant families, with plenty of young 
people, I shall be sore to like it — at least dnring 
the Summer months. It mnst be dismal in winter." 

"I never found it so." 

"Oh! but you promised I shonld go to Paris al- 
ways at Christmas." 

"If yon wish it, certainly. Yon must try and 
be happy, Cattie," he said,- with a little sigh. 

"I think I shall manage it, as long as you are 
so good-natured. Do you know what I like best in 
the World?" and she clasped his arm with her two 
hands, and looked into his face with one of her en- 
chanting smiles. 
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"What, ma cherie?" 

"My own way — always my own way, give me 
that, I ask for nothing more, and I shall be liappy." 

"Then be happy," and he stooped and kissed 
her rosy lips. She let him do it, and that was all. 
She was not only a pretty woman, she was somo- 
thing more; she was very attractive; perhaps, in- 
deed, it was more manner, voice, and a certain ar- 
tistic grace — half natural, half acquired — which 
brought her so much admiration. She had entered 
completely into the heart of her husband; nothing 
would ever uproot her hold. He had wooed and 
won her, believing she would give him what he had 
never known — a home. So clever, so gifted, she 
would surely not find pleasure in frivolous amuse- 
ments. Besides, and above all, he believed that she 
had given him her heart as a free gift*, and, to a 
generous nature, this was one of the strongest claims 
on his affections. 

After the midday breakfast, the Dowager pro- 
menaded her daughter-in-law up and down the cor- 
ridors, telling her the names of each of the por- 
traits. 

"This lady with the high-powdered head, bold 
eyes, double chin, and fuUy-displayed bust, was a 
Noailles; the thin dark man opposite was her hus- 
band." 
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''He is like Armand," said Cattie. 

"Yes, they have both long noses. The chronicles 
of those days say she nsed him as a mere 'porte 
respect' " 

A de Rohan had a rose in her stomacher, and 
an apple in her hand*, a beanty of the reign of 
LonisXV. "That's her husband," said theDowager, 
pointing to a half-length of a man in a periwig and 
flowered waistcoat, with a false air of a shepherd 
abont him. There was a de Coigny, and a Mont- 1 
morency, and one or two of lesser note. 

''These half-dozen are all that are left ns," con- 
tinued the old lady; "the rest were bnmed by those 
brigands whom your husband considers the savionis 
and benefactors of France. Yon English are a streng 
great nation, because you know how to valne and 
respect your aristocracy." 

"The English. aristocracy know how to respect 
the rights of all the other classes," began Armand. 

"Ah! well. I have heard your arguments on 
the subject a thousand times, and they have failed 
to convince, mon fils," interrupted the Dowager. 

Among other marks of her belonging to the old 
regime, Madame chose to pronounce the word "fils" 
without sounding the s. 

Armand said no more. 

Cattie, with all her British disdain of foreigneis, 
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bad her vanity agreeably tickled by finding she now 
belonged to a family allied to all the greatest names 
of France. Her mother-in-law was niece to a prin- 
cess tbe grandmotber of a reigning king, and god- 
dangbter of an Austrian arcbducbess. Sbe feit ber- 
self just tben a lucky woman. A Coronet of real 
metal, so coveted for ber by ber poor motber, was 
on ber bead. Sbe bad, in fact, gained tbe rieb 
prizes of tbe world, tbrougb tbe love of a good man. 
Tes, Armand was good; and it would be ber own 
£Einlt if sbe were not a bappy woman. Unfortunate- 
ly, Armand bad made sucb a divinity of ber tbat 
sbe bad got tbe notion be was ber inferior in talent. 
Sbe considered berself tbe cleverer of tbe two, and 
witb women of Cattie's stamp, in order to bave tbeir 
love, it is necessary tbey sbould be convinced of a 
man'8 inteUectual superiority. Madame Armand dei- 
fied talent; bigb cnlture was sure to sway ber. Sbe 
overlooked tbe force of cbaracter altogetber; did not 
know, poor inexperienced girl, tbat it is energy, per- 
severance, large-beartedness, wbicb mnst i^ule tbe 
World, and not tbe being eitber a first-rato artist or 
a first-rate scbolar. $Sbe bad yet to leam tbat tbe 
moral qualities are tbe governing ones. ; Witb all 
ber real gifts and bigber pretensions, sbe bad not 
escaped tbe inberitance of some of ber motber^s silli- 
ness. Antecedents always do exert tbeir sway in 
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our lives. Grandparents and parents help to sbape 
out tbe fate of their descendants. Yesterday brings 
fortb to-morrow. 

In tbe afternoon tbey walked down to tbe viUage. 
All tbe folks tumed out to bave a look of tbe new 
"Comtesse." Tbe men were a bardy set of fellows, 
tbe women as a rule were ugly, in spite of brigbt 
eyes. Scarcely one over tbirty bad a front tooth 
remaining. So general was tbe want, you might 
bave supposed it a national fasbion; tbeir forebeads, 
too, were furrowed like tbose of Eembrandt's old 
women. 

Tbe cottages were not so clean as tbose of an 
Englisb village, nor bad tbey trim gardens; but 
tbere were flowers in most Windows. Cooks and 
bens, and wbite-baired, dark-skinned cbildren were 
everywbere; pigeons, so tarne tbat you almost step- 
ped on tbem before tbey would move, bopped about 
side by side witb dangerous yellow-baired dogs. It 
bappened to be dry, but you could see wbere puddles 
bad been, and would be again, close up to tbe bouse 
doors. 

Wben tbe young Countess drew a comparison 
not to tbe advantage of France, tbe Dowager ex- 
claimed, — 

"I am glad to bear you say tbis. Mon fils pre- 
tends tbat wbat be calls tbe emancipation of tbe 
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peasant, and tlieir being all the proprietors of a morsel 
(the breadtli of your bonnet-string) ef the soil, is a 
benefit — a safeguard." 

"Yes; men who have a sbare in a concem do 
tbeir best to keep that concern safe," said Armand. 

"Ta-ta-ta! You and your like have let loose the 
demon of democracy; it is wandering up and down 
Eorope, and one of these days Jacqnes and Martin 
will come and teil you tbey have a better right to 
your land than you have, and if you don't agree . . . 
Well, well, please God I may be safe in any other 
purgatory than France will then be!" 

"For one man to possess all, and another nothing 
cannot be justified." 

"Vous ^tes un ane, mon fil (fils)," and the old 
blue eyes sparkled ferociously for an instant. 

Mdlle. deKerouanne luckily at this instant came 
out of one of the cottages. 

"I have been seeing old Aglae. She wants to 
see my cousin's wife." Tuming to Cattie, she added, 
"Aglae remembers the buming of the great castle, 
and all abou^^ «.aose times. You must not be afraid 
of her." 

"I am not easily frightened," said Cattie, with a 
significant smile to her husband. 

"But she is terrible," whispered the giantess, 

Within an Ace, ^ 
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"Then I must see her," said Cattie. 

They all went into the cottage, and Cattie went 
up and offered her hand to the old woman. 

Standing by one another what a contrast they 
presented. It was a painfnl one. How realize that 
the snowy elegant throat of the one could ever be- 
come that hideous roll of skin and bone and tendons 
of the other? « 

"This is the young Countess," said Yolande to 
Aglae, who was standing leaning on two streng 
sticks. 

"Where's the beantiful lady you told me about? 
I don't see her," she wheezed out 

"Don't be naughty," warned Yolande, "or TU 
not send you white bread to-morrow." 

"Hu, hu! so this is the German Jewwoman?" — 
here an oath. "I have no bed to lie on, madame; 
nothing but rags. Send me one." 

"You have a good bed, you old storyteller," said 
Yolande. 

"Not so white and soft as hers. I saw the 
burning, young Citizen. Very good. My three sons, 
little, but devils, helped. Will you send me a good 
soft bed?" — this request always in a whining tone. 
"And so you don't pray to the Virgin?" — here 
another oath — "you'll bum! I have seen the fire." 
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Aglae crossed herseif, and mattered something 
that sounded like a prayer. 

"Come away," said Armand, taking liis wife's 
arm. 

"I will send you a bed," said Cattie, "if you 
promise never to call me a German Jew again." 

"A good bed; soft as yours? — eh?" and here 
such a frightfal expression, which Cattie did not 
nnderstand, that Armand hnrried her out. The old 
woman spit after them; but the cry "A good bed, a 
soft bed," was heard in the read. 

"I had no idea there was yet in France such a 
streng prejudice against Protestants," said Cattie, 
looking quite pale. 

"A relic of the old days my mother so lauds. 
Let me warn you against always agreeing to what 
Yolande proposes. She is as good as bread, and 
a real Providence to the poor, but she blunders 
horribly." 

"Does she always live here?" 

"Yes — that is, she always has lived here since 
the death of her father and mother." He added after 
a little pause, "I hope you won't find her in the 
way; she has no pretensions of any kind, I may say 
she is every one's servant — and my mother counts 
on her remaining with us." 
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Her own forlorn Situation wLen Mr. Sinclair took 
her to bis home came back to Cattie's memory, and 
made her say with warmtli, "If mj wislies bave any- 
tbing to do witb ber going or staying, I wisb ber 
tö stay. I know wbat it is to be tbrown loose on 
tbe World." 

"Tbank you, my best: wbat a bappiness for a 
man to bave a wife like you." 

^^Blindncss I see is a blessing sometimes," said 
Cattie. 

"I never wisb to see better tban at tbis instant," 
was tbe ans wer; "you are adorable." 

"And you — absurd." So saying sbe let go bis 
arm and ran back to tbe side of ber motber-in-law. 

Countess Armand smiled so pleasantly all tbat 
evening to Yolande, sitting on a footstool at tbe 
giantess's knees, admiring tbe fancy work tbose 
Brobdingnag fingers were busy witb, tbat from a 
worsbipper, Yolande became a bond-slave — Cattie's 
slave for good or for evil, as Cattie sbould cboose. 
True friend — ^yet false friend, if to guide to tbe 
rigbt and warn from tbe wrong be tbe test of firiend- 
sliip. 

It would take many pages to describe Yolande's 
Strange loves and self-martyrdoms. Once, wben sbe 
was yet a mere girl, sbe bad adored (for ber attacb- 
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ments were always adorations) a creature not worthy 
to kiss her shoe-tie. She found out bis fancy for her 
demoiselle de compagnie, a pretty little empty-headed 
creature. The man was thought to be consumptive; 
and Yolande would walk a league in the coldest 
morning of winter to get asses' milk, and then make 
Mademoiselle Julie offer it as though she had fetched 
it Yolande was rieh, though Armand de Jen^ay 
had forgotten to say so to Cattie, and Yolande had 
given a dot to her rival, and thanked God she could 
make the man she loved happy in his own way. 

The Dowager had tried more than once to marry 
her niece, but Yolande was romantic and wanted to 
be married for love. Her aunt made a butt of her; 
but she liked her as well as she could like any 
woman. 

Children and animals were fond of la G^ante; 
she was the physician and nurse of all the ailing 
babies, chickens and puppies in La Gonesse. The 
only bad propensity discoverable in that big woman 
was in her conduct to flowers. No sooner did she 
see them growing luxuriantly, then she attacked 
them — ^they must be decimated, or rather doubly 
decimated, that, as she explained, a small remnant 
might flourish. The gaideners complained in vain, 
and in vain the Dowager remonstrated — Armand 
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pleaded, Yolande promised, but the passion for ex- 
termination was too strong; and her ruthless rootings- 
up and cnttings-down went on, wlienever the oppor- 
timity offered. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

A Legitimiat Dowager. 

The next day Count and Countess Armand were 
to accompany the Dowager in a round of calls: the 
custom being in France that the last comer makes 
the first Visit. On going the next moming into the 
hright little breakfast room, papered with fabulous 
birds flying among equally fabulous trees, Cattie 
found the old lady in earnest converse with a short, 
stout, high-coloured young man, dressed in a priest's 
Soutane. 

"Monsieur le Cur^, my dear." 

Cattie had a nervous dread that he would say — 
"Ugh, ugh! you heretic!" but Monsieur le Cur^ 
made her a low bow, glancing shyly at her, }i\s 
cheeks flaming redder as he did so, and bis large 
ears seeming to grow larger and more purple every 
moment. "Madame Armand," as she was getting 
accustomed to hear herseif called, was not yet at her 
ease in receiving people without a hand-shaking, so 
she made a droU little bow and sat down hastily. 
The Cur^ cleared bis throat and took out bis brown 
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checked pocket-liandkercbief aud made a solemn 
trumpet-liko sound in it, bis black eyes looking at 
tbe "^ew lady of the cMteau over the Mendly 
protection of the calico. Discovering tbat she was 
as mucb embarrassed as bimself, be ventnred on 
offering ber a welcome, and to ask questions wbicb 
could at tbat moment bave bat one allowable an- 
swer. Did sbe like tbe country? and was not tbe 
cbäteau magnificent? 

Jelly little cur^, poor as Goldsmitb's parish 
priest, and yet witb always sometbing to bestow on 
tbose wbo asked. 

Wben Armand came in be welcomed tbe visitor 
warmly, saying: "I must put my wife under your 
protection; old Aglae was very rüde to ber last 
evening. Yon must make tbe people understand 
tbat Protestants are placed by tbe Emperor on tbe 
same footing as Koman Catbolics." 

Tbe Cur^ got purpler tban ever, bis eyes glowed 
like live coals. "Tbey are so many pigs, Monsieur 
le Comte; I will frigbten tbem, I will frigbten tbem; 
I will teil tbem M. le Comte will not employ any of 
tbem." 

"No, no," Said Cattie, "pray do not punisb 
tbem only for sbowing tbey believe wbat tbey bave 
been taugbt. I bope tbey will find out in time tbat 
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I am a Christian, thougli not worshipping in all ways 
as tbey do." 

"Madame la Comtesse is as good as she' is wjse," 
retumed the Cur^, wbo tliought she was the very 
Image of the Ste. Catherine in his church. Nowhere 
before had he seen that bright soft bair, except in 
that painting. 

The Cur^ and the Dowager had a long tete-ä-tete 
afler breakfast was over, and it was then that Cattie 
asked her husband where she was to go to chiirch, 
"For if I go with you," she added, "it will be sup- 
posed I am of no religion." 

"There is a Protestant temple in St. Blaize, the 
pastor of which bears a high character; I will show 
it you to-day: it is quite within a drive." 

At three o'clock the Dowager, and Monsieur and 

Madame Armand, set off in the landau with four 

horses, h Z« Daumont, postillions in maroon velvet 

jackets with silver bindings and tasseis, two men 

seated behind with great coats symmetrically folded, 

and hanging over the back of the rumble. The 

village children, and the village dogs, rushed out to 

see the grand folks go by, the postillions restraining 

their horses to a dignified trot. 

Cattie, it must be confessed, enjoyed the gran- 

deur of her position; it was, indeed, the realization 

of many a waking dream. She smiled graciovsaV^ 
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on her admiring busband. As be sat before ber, 
sunuing bimself in ber eyes, be looked ten years 
younger tban be bad done wben be arrived at May- 
field. His motber watcbed bim witb a balf-sarcastic, 
balf-sad expression on ber face. "Wbat a witcb 
nature is!^* sbe ejacolated, balf aloud. 

Cattie turned round, "Notbing, my dear; I was 
merely speculating as to tbe properties and e£fects 
of matter. Men are all born materialists." 

"We are bad enougb, but not so bad as you 
make us out, motber," said Armand, witb a good 
deal of pleading in bis look. Wby sbould sbe, bis 
own motber, tbrow a sbade on tbis bappy bour. He 
bad early in bis marriage come to doubt tbe trutb 
of tbe words Uncle Dan bad taken care be sbould 
overbear, but by tbat time, be bad come to love bis 
wife witb all bis large beart; be feit tbat sbe could 
make bis bappiness, if sbe would, and Love bimself 
was teacbing bim bow to win bis cause. He sbrunk 
more tban ever from any of tbe Dowager's coarse 
definitions. \ 

Sbe eitber did not see or did not cboose to beed 
ber son's mute appeal. 

'^Pascal defines man as neitber angel nor beast; 
for my part, I bave always found even tbe £nest 
gentleman witb more of tbe latter tban tbe former 
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in his composition, and if you want to rule them, 
women mnst remember that." 

The smiles faded out of Cattie's eyes, and lier 
voice was cold, even stern, as she said: ^^I, at all 
events, shall never try any other persuasions than 
those of reason." 

"Then I promise you, that you will never suc- 
ceed; — but here we are at the Pr(5fecture." 

Though the Prdfet was not himself noble, 
madame, his wife, had been a Mademoiselle de 
Belleville. Those two little letters "de" preserved 
Madame Lionard n(5e de Belleville from being over- 
looked by m^^me de Jen9ay,. nde half a hundred 
times a de. 

It happened to be one of the reception days at 
the Pr^fecture, when every one who was not a retail 
shopkeeper had a right to present themselves in that 
yellow damask salon, with a hideous full-length of 
the Emperor on one side of the folding-doors, and 
a still more excruciating likeness of the Empress on 
the other. 

Madame Lionard, on these open days, took her 
seat on the yellow damask sofa, near the chimney- 
piece, at one o'clock of the aftemoon. The room, 
with that stiff, unsocial look which belongs to offi- 
cial rooms, was more than half füll when the de 
Jen^ays entered. It had been supposed possible 



1 
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tliat tlie new Countess miglit come, and the ladies 
of the town mustered streng, in the hope of grati- 
fying their curiosity. 

Madame Lionard, a thin dark-skinned woman, 
dressed in a dazzlingly white embroidered muslin, 
came forward half the breadth of the room to meet 
the "La Gonesse family," as they were usually 
called in St. Blaize. Madame Lionard was a piain 
woman, decidedly piain-, but she appeared uncon- 
scious of so disagreeable a fact. She dressed just as 
the prettiest women did, and made you soon forget 
that she was not pretty. 

There never could be any dearth of eonversation 
where the old Comtesse de Jen^ay was. She intro- 
duced her daughter-in-law, and laughed and talked 
as if no one had been present but herseif and Ma- 
dame Lionard. She really thought nothing about 
the other visitors, and showed that she did not. She 
did not Stare, nor whisper. One might almost de- 
scribe her manner as politely rüde. Cattie wondered 
how the ladies could sit on so unmoved-, but they 
had an end in view. They were mastering every 
feature of Cattie's countenance, and every detail of 
her dress. They bottled up their wrath against that 
stupid Madame Lionard, who ought to know that 
the sofa she sat on, and every table and chair in 
the room was bought with the money of their hus- 



^ 
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bands, sons, and brotliers. The Prefecture, and all 
in it, was more theirs by right than hers. 

At last, having satisfied their cnriosity, the 
neglected dames rose, curtsied. Madame Lionard 
rose, curtsied, took some steps in the direction of 
the folding-doors, and then returned to her corner 
of the sofa. 

• "Who are they?" asked the Dowager. 

"They are excellent persons," replied the Pr^- 
fet's wife evasively and prudently. "But oh, mon 
Dieu! they expect me to find them in conversation 
as well as in balls." 

Bumour said that the Lionards provided the one 
as little as the former. 

Then Madame Lionard turned to talk to Cattie. 

"Had Madame Armand ever been in France be- 
fore? How well she spoke French — with an accent 
certainly; but not that dreadful British accent — a 
p^etty way quite her own. Madame de Jenc^ay had 
spoken of her musical talents — how Madame Lionard 
regretted the great salon was so bad for music. It 
was just as if one were singing into a feather-bed. 
Would she like to see what a prefecture was? All 
the hideous furniture belonged to it. Didn't it 
seem as if those two great pictures were about to 
fall and crush you? And such a hole for a public 
boilding.'* 
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And so they proceeded from room to room, al- 
ways finding fault with what seemed to Cattie very 
pretty and comfortable. 

"She can bear no place but Paris," whispered 
the Do wager; "and this is only a third-class pr^- 
fecture." 

M. le Prüfet came to satisfy bis curiosity about 
Madame Armand de Jen9ay. By the law of cÄn- 
trast, be ought to have been fat — the law of sym- 
patby made bim as tbin as Madame, as courtly 
mannered, prosy, and addicted to explanatory 
speecbes. 

Monsieur and Madame were always spoken of 
as a model couple. Excellent mSnage — notbing, so 
gossip Said, pleased tbe Prüfet so well as when 
Madame inteirupted bim in bis duties. Tbey called 
one anotber ^^hon ami^^'^ and *'^honne amie^^^ often 
lasped into tbe affectionate tu and toi^ and wben 
separated wrote sixteen pages a day to one anotber. 
It is a fact — and now wbo can say tbat French 
marriages do not turn out well? 

"Sans adieu," said Madame Lionard, accom- 
panying tbe de Jen^ays, not only quite to tbe door, 
but quite to tbe end of tbe long corridor leading to 
tbe great staircase. Tbe Prüfet bimself put the 
ladies into tbeir carriage. 

Armand now gave Orders wbere next tbey sbould 
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drive. "Having been to the pr^fecture," he said, 
"we must leave cards on all the other function- 



aries." 



"You need not know them for all that," said 
liis mother, turning to Cattie. "I don*t, and never 
wül." 

A whole packet of cards were left on the Judges, 
the Treasurer-General, the Procureur-Imperial, the 
heads of all possible offices, on inspectors and direc- 
tors of every possible department — in short, not one 
of that anny of officials, the strength of the Govern- 
ment, the weakness of the budget, were over- 
looked. 

"I wash my hands of all this," said the Dowager; 
"the consequences be on your head Armand. The 
next thing I shall hear is that you are Mayor of 
yonr village." 

"And why not? The nation has chosen its chief, 
and it's my faith that the nation has a right to 
choose who shall govern; besides, why should I re- 
ftise to do the good which the chance of birth has 
put in my power?" 

"You are " the Dowager stopped to find a 

Word to express her indignation. — "You are a 

red! a socialist!" 

The Cpunt did as he mostly did, when his mother 
was angry, he remained silent. With Cattie^ thÄ 
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Dowager was charming during'tbe few days they 
remained together. But slie took no paius to hide 
her want of aflPcction for her soii. She weut so far 
^ as to say one day — "It's a puzzlo to me, what a 
charming gifted creature liko you could see to love 
in Armand?" 

Cattie winced — she answered coldly. "KI 
had not estcemed M. de Jen<;ay, I should not have 
married him." 

"Estcem! my dear, don't be ashamed. I am 
aware that the cleverest woman sometimes adores a 
great imbecile." 

"You don't know the truth," burst from Cattie's 
lips, and there she stopped. 

"Poor Armand!" laughed the Dowager, and 
kissed her daiighter-in-law. 

All that evening Cattie was dreadfiilly cross to 
her Imsband. She made him play the part of a 
child sent to Coventry — she talked to the Dowager 
— to Yolande quite pleasantly, but never replied to 
one of his remarks — kicked away the footstool he 
placed for her feet — when he closed a window on 
seeing her shiver, begged-it might be opened again, 
in Short was as disagreeable as bad temper could 
make a woman. And what irritated her more than 
all, was that she could not have given any reason 
for her crossness. How cbuld she say to any crea- 
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tnre that she was angry, because accused of having 
married her hnsband for love. At that instant, she 
belieyed she detested him. 

When Armand asked her in what way he had 
vexed her, she answered, "I hate explanations." 

In a few days the Dowager went away, and all 
the people on whom the Count and Countess Ar- 
mand had leffc cards, came to the chllteau. In the 
excitement of playing her new part, Cattie forgot 
her ill humour, and became again smiling and 
channing. Every one was enchanted with the grace 
and affability of the new Chatelaine. "Who could 
have thought, ^une Anglaüe^ could be so affable — 
so cordial? so well dressed!" To be snre scarcely 
any of Cattie's visitors had ever seen Englishwomen, 
save in the chance encounters of a railway carriage, 
at a table d'höte, or an exhibition. Now, those are 
just the places in which female England shines to 
least advantage, laying aside, in general, as they 
don their travelling costume, their good taste in 
dress, and their pleasant home manners. It was 
not therefore qnite due to national prejudices that 
the visitors to the chäteau persisted in believing that 
this ^^aimdble Comtease^^^ could not be of unmixed 
English blood. 

Old and young, the gay, the worldly, the grave 
man of books, the young poet, the wise and tl;N& 

Within an Ace, Aö 
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simple alike sought her society. So great indeed 
was her popularity, that she ought to have asked 
herseif what stupidity she had been guilty of to pro- 
duce such an effect. 

Even the Pasteur and the Cur^ met amicably in 
her salon. The little Curd was even tronbled in 
conscience by the degree of his goodwill and respect 
for her. How could he help it, when she had pro- 
vided him with rieh new vestments — when she made 
him always welcome — and was always putting money 
into his purse for the poor. Many a prayer he of- 
fered up for this good and beloved heretic — " Quelle 
bonne äme," he would ejaculate — and Brigitte, his 
Reverence's cross and devoted cook allowed that 
"Madame was not naughty, though she had been 
told she was not properly married. None of the 
English could be, more the pity for them." "L'ado- 
rable femme," was the chorus of town ^nd country; 
and Cattie, far from seeking for faults in herseif, 
enjoyed the homage she received, and the incense 
continually burned before her. 

And Monsieur de Jenc^ay? Oh! he headed the 
adorers and did his utmost to spoil his wife. What, 
though she was sometimes capricious, as little to be 
depended on in private life, as an April day! S)ho 
was his own — she was happy. Was that not m 
ample return for all he could do for her? W^hea 
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she was older, or a mother, all these girlishnesses 
would disappear. He knew that the warp was ex- 
cellent — that there was the making of a goöd woman 
in her. One day she would give him the happy 
home he coveted. 

Nothing that Cattie desired, hut he agreed to — 
she had her studio, in which she might shut herseif 
up for hours, either painting or practising. She did 
what she pleased, and onlj what she pleased. 

In general, such a regime spoils what is good, 
but the effect was different on Cattie. . Her heart 
softened and warmed; she grew daily more and 
more attached to her husband. She often even went 
in search of him when she had not seen him for 
some hours. She began to take an interest in his 
plans. He was building what was intended to be a 
paper manufactory. As long as his mother had 
lived at La Gonesse, she had opposed this wish of 
his. She insisted on the old plan of almsgiving and 
dependence , and he on the advantages of indepen- 
dence gained by work. He had now embarked a 
considerable sum in this undertaking, and he was 
grateful to Cattie for the sympathy and approval she 
bestowed on it. He admired her also for her kind- 
ness to Yolande, whom the Dowager had chosen to 
consider a fizture at La Gonesse. 

The heaven of the ehätean was withoul ^ ^VwxÄl. 



148 WITHIN AN ACE. 

Cattie, even Cattie, asked herseif how she had de- 
served so bappy a fate. 

In all her letters to Mayfield there was a con- 
tinnal mention of her hnsband^s name. 

"Thank God!" would Mr. Sinclair sometimes 
say afber receiving one, — an exclamation that showed 
he had had some anxietj. 

"Cattie a domestic woman! I never could have 
believed it," said Miss Sinclair. 

"Cattie could be anything she wished," observed 
Miss Toynbee. "And what woman but must leam 
to love my Count." 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

A Stab in the Dark. 

All of a sndden the clear sammer of their con- 
tent darkened. 

Cattie had met her husband at the midday break- 
fast with a face brimful of mirth and mischief. 

"Guess, guess, who is going to be mairied. But 
you never can. It is Bessie the proper! Bessie the 
wise!" 

^^Miss Sinclair! I am very glad; she will make 
an excellent wife." 

"Oh, Armand, how can you be so stupid? Don't 
you see the absurdity?" 

"No; what is it?" 

"Not Bessie being made love to! sitting holt up- 
right on her chair, dreadiug every instant that she 
may be listening to or doing something derogatory 
to woman's dignity! I wonder if she has allowed 
the hehved ohjeet to press hü Ups to herB^ 

"Probably he has not waited for permission;" 
and Armand beut down to kiss her, but Cattie with 
a quick movement tumed her head so that it was 
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the ribbon round her hair, and not her cbeek, that 
met bis Ups. 

"Be quiet and listen to my news. Bessie is 
going to marry very well — one of the law lords. He 
is not in bis first youth, to bo sure; but bis only 
cbild is married, for he is a widower. Tottie says, 
*He seems very fond of Bessie; but be bas grey 
hair.' " 

"And Miss May?" 

"Ob, Miss May is very well," said Cattie, 
sharply. 

"She must marry soon. She is so good and so 
pretty," said the Count. 

"I wonder you did not choose her instead of 
me. 

"But she might not have chosen me," and be 
laughed. 

"How did you venture to think I would take 
you? I was within an ace of saying No." 

"Really!" 

"Yes, really. Why should you doubt it" 

Yolande coming in put a stop to the conversa- 
tion. She had had a letter from the Dowager, wbo, 
by way of varying her pleasures, had gone with 
some friends to St. Petersburgh, where, as she said, 
she was not deafened by the cry about liberty. 

All at once Monsieur de Jen9ay was sensible of 
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a change in his wife's manner. Her eyes never met 
his but witb a glance tbat pierced like cold steel. 
She repulsed his attentions, not roughly, but witb a 
quiet decision difficult to contend witb. Wben tbey 
were alone, eitber she took up a book or went to 
tbe piano ; wben tbey rode or drove, sbe never spoke 
to bim but on subjects relating to tbe bouse or about 
some social necessity. At first be tbougbt tbis 
merely a new caprice, a falling back, tbe cause of 
wbicb sbe would soon confess, and be tbe first to 
smile at. 

But as days wore on, and tbis coldness and 
evident avoidance of bim continued, be asked ber 
wbat was tbe matter. 

Sbe asked, "Wbat do you mean?" in a tone of 
contempt tbat no busband, be be lover or not, could 
bear unmoved. 

"If I bave done anytbing to displease you, or 
left anytbing undone tbat you wisbed, teil me." 

"I bave no complaint to make." 

"Tben it is I wbo bave a rigbt to complain if 
you bebave as you do witbout a cause." 

Sbe was silent. He sat down by ber. 

"Come, Cattie, let us be friends again. I will 
not tease you witb questions. You know tbat tbe 
most earnest desire of my beart is to make you 
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bappy. I am wretcbed when I see you vexed;" 
and he would have taken her hand. 

She flung from him, saying, "You are thoronghly 
disagreeable to me." The words she used were: 
"Vous m'etes enti^rement antipathique." 

His whole face changed — decomposed, I shonld 
say: every line so deepened as to give him a look 
of age. He tumed away that she shonld not see 
the tears that clouded his sight. 

Here was the explanation she would not give: 
Madame Eegnier, one of the ladies of St. Blaize 
whom Cattie liked best, had brought her two young 
daughters to La Gonesse to spend the afternoon, 
the very aftemoon of the morning when Cattie had 
heard of Bessie Sinclair's intended marriage. 

When Madame Armand had gone to the croquet- 
ground with Le^onie and Emma she was already 
ruffled. She had forgotten the cause, but the effect 
was there; but by the time the game of croquet had 
been played, she was quite her bappy gay sdf 
again. 

They had set down to rest in a summer-house, 
the walls and roof of which were of the hombeam. 
Such a retreat is called a "salle de verdure" in 
France. 

The two young girls were never tired of asking 
questions about England and the Englisb-, and they 
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were so di'oll in their suppositions and prejndices 
tbat Cattie encouraged tbem to talk. This after- 
noon they were very eloquent; tbey Lad been read- 
ing Englisb bistory witb tbeir professor, and bow it 
bad made tbeir blood boil; sucb treacbery, always 
sucb treacbery. And wby did Macaulay not mention 
Jeanne d'Arc? Tbeir professor, wbo knew tbe 
Englisb language, said sbe was not named; it was 
very nnjust. Wben tbeir writers wrote of tbe battle 
of Waterloo, tbey always named tbe Englisb GeneraL 
But dear, dear Madame Armand must not be angry 
witb tbem; for tbougb tbey bated tbe Englisb tbey 
adored ber, and tben sbe was now balf Frencb. 

"No, no; I am altogetber Englisb." 

"Tbat could not be. Sbe must be Frencb as 
sbe was a Frencbman's wife." 

"I sbould not wonder but tbat you botb married 
Englisbmen; people constantly do wbat tbey say 
tbey never will do." 

"I would ratber die tban marry any man but 
of my own country," said botb girls. And tben 
tbey went on to speak as Englisb girls only do to 
bosom friendsof tbeir own age. Tbey talked openly 
of tbeir "petit mari" in expectation. Mamma would 
not allow tbem to marry for tbree years; but tbey 
bad bad a proposal as well as Matbilde Lebas, only 
tbe gentleman bad not made it for one of tbem in 
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particnlar; he had asked papa for one of bis daughters. 
They had both seen theu* ideal; but oh, malhenr! 
he was married and had three little children, dear 
Madame. 

"He would not have suited thee," said Löonie. 

"No, nor thee," retorted Emma. 

"What had Madame thought of M. de Jen^aj 
the first time she saw bim?" 

"That he was like all the pictures of Frencbmen 
I had seen.*^ 

"But you liked bim directly?" 

"I neither liked nor disliked bim," replied Cattie, 
laughing at the way she was being cross-examined. 

"Ah, you will not confide in us, but we know 
bow you loved bim; and it makes us shudder to 
think if M. de Jen9ay had not overbeard some old 
gentleman say you loved bim he would have gone 
away." 

"And what was the end of my motber-in-law's 
Story?" said Cattie, smiling and patting L^onie's 
Shoulder. 

"Oh, she said that wben she beard that he was 
determined to marry you, wbetber she gave her 
consent or not, well! as she wanted bim married, 
she agreed." 

"It sounded like a novel," put in the less chatty 
Emma. 
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"It is a pure invention, my dear children; not 
a Word of truth in it," said Cattie, in a voice made 
calm by strong determination. 

The girls did not look convinced. 

"Perhaps Monsieur Armand did not teil you 
what he had heard." 

"He would had it been true. You must not 
believe all you hear, and I hdpe if you have an 
opportunity you will say that Madame de Jencjay 
did not know what she was talking about. She 
was romancing." 

"You are not angry, dear Madame?" 

"No, dear little ones. Shall I teil you a secret 
— a true secret? I have been planning something." 

"A ball?" 

"No; it is something eise besides a ball." 

"Pray, pray!" 

"Charades, or perhaps a play." 

Cattie had at first spoken merely to say some- 
thing that should divert the attention of the two 
girls from the topic of her marriage. She spoke 
at random, her heart füll to bursting of anger, scom, 
and a wild desire for vengeance. No accusation 
does so madden a proud delicate-minded young 
woman as that of loving unsought; and to be told 
point blank that ahe^ Cattie, had been married be- 
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caase de Jen^ay knew that sHe loved him! SHe 
was frightened herseif at the fnrioas passion whicH 
sent the blood in such hot terrents to her head. 
And yet she forced herseif to talk of her intended 
party tili the Kegniers went. Five minates more of 
that struggle and she must have lost consciousness. 
She mshed to the solitude she so much needed. 

There must be some foundation for the story 
those children had told. She recoUected several 
hints of the Dowager which had puzzled and snr- 
prised her, and Armand^s incredulity of tone and 
look only that very morning when she said that she 
had been within an ace of refusing him. Tes, there 
was something in the background — some cruel lie, 
of which she was Ignorant. The old gentleman 
could be no other than uncle Dan; he had laid ä 
trap into which she and Armand had both fallen. 
But why should uncle Dan have wished to bring 
about her marriage. To scheme and deceive, merely 
to get rid of her. It was monstrous , but she would 
not bear the imputation. She would expose the 
falsehood, make Armand know that she had not 
loved him, had not even liked him. Stupid, stupid 
fools that they both were! She covered her face, 
blinded by a sudden light. There was no shutting 
out the conviction that the very front of de Jen^ay's 
offence — if offence it was — ^had its rise in the good- 
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ness and gratitude of a manly heart He had done 
her no wrong. 

The more clearly she perceived that she, and 
not Armand, had been to blame, that she had sinned 
against herseif, not he against her, the more did her 
heart shat him out What right had he to ask her 
to marry him for any other reason than because he 
loved her? No, it was not from goodness or gener- 
osity, pah! but from vanity — sheer vanity. Had 
he not wit enough to guess that, sooner or later, she 
woald discover the deception, and resent it. He had 
destroyed her chance of happiness. He had destroyed 
her faith in human beings. Had she not accepted 
bis lies as truths? She had been proud of inspiring 
such a love, and all the while, the people about her 
had been pointing at her, as married out of pity! 
What a flame of friry, what a stab of mortification, 
the thought gave. There exists in these frightful 
moral strnggles the lawlessness of madness. It was 
this which made this poor Oattie thank God, in the 
blindness of her passion, that she had a right to hate 
and scorn her husband, as a cowardly braggart. She 
thanked God that he did love her. Yes, she knew 
he did now, whatever he had done before her mar- 
riage. She held bis punishment and her revenge. 

The inevitable moment of reaction came which, 
through the weakness of the body, saves the s^irlt« 
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The demon that had been rending her departed, and 
she feil into a deep, dreamless sleep. 

She awoke calmed indeed, but unforgiving. 
WoundB to self-love are the hardest to heal. She 
determined on her course. She would keep strictly 
within the letter of the law; he should have no legal 
ground of complaint. Not a qualm of self-reproach 
made her hesitate. She had told him no false- 
hoods; he had never bronght her to say "she loved 
him." Till now she had certainly feit esteem — a 
sort of gratitude — but he had wiped away all that 
by his boasting. Nor could she accuse herself of 
marrying for rauk or money. No. She had married 
because she had feit herself becoming a weight to 
her benefactor, because Bessie viewed herwith dis- 
trust, and that keen courage had lost its edge which 
once would have bid her to conquer independence 
by her own exertions. Oh! why had Mr. Sinclair 
prevented her! 

Poor Cattie! Every one was to blame but her- 
self It was an awful course she was chalking out 
for herself. To live without hope, without confidence, 
to have all the appearances of happiness, none of 
the reality, voluntarily to do this could only be the 
act of a mind jangled and out of tune. 

Once — it was after she had told Armand that he 
was insupportable to her — she had had a fit of 
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emorse, and it had led her to catechize Mdlle. de 
^erouanne about what had passed between the mother 
nd son as to his marriage. The nnsuspecting 
Tolande answered every question with a fatal pre- 
ision. 

Madame de Jen9a7 had opposed Armand, and 
le had declared that he would propose for the Eng- 
ish young lady. He had suflFered enough to know 
he value of affection, and, therefore, he should 
aarry Miss Leighton, with or without his mother's 
onsent. 

"And so she yielded?" 

"Ah! yes. She tired of the place and of quar- 
püing, and then it was she said a good thing you 
vere a foreigner, there would be no trouble as to 
'cur family; and she did not want the name to die 
.ut." 

"Strange he did not marry earlier." 

"There was some story my aunt did not teil me, 
>ut I think Armand was very fond of somebody he 
:ould not marry; but that was long ago." 

"So they took me as a pis-aller?" 

"It is not often that men can mariy their first 
ove," said Yolande, "you can understand that as 
bey never can talk much with young ladies; it's 
i very good custom in your country, to give more 
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liberty to girls, — ^that was how you leamed to 1 
Armand." 

Cattie bit her lip. "In my country, as h 
women marry for other reasons than love, — we 
no better tban our neighbours, Yolande." 

"Oh, yes! I see that you are, you are 
fection; don't be angry with me for saying 8( 
feel it, and I believe all your country women r 
be cleverer and better and lovelier than we 8 
The great honest eyes attested every word 
Yolande spoke. 

Cattie stood up, and resting her two handfi 
the Shoulders of the seated giantess, said-, "I (^ 
lieve in your love, Yolande, just as I do in Dian 
— ^the dog lying at her feet. "You are luckily 
clever enough to play a part." 

To the outer world, Madame Armand rema: 
the same adorable woman it had dubbed her. ' 
surface was in direet contradiction to what 
below. Above not a ripple, below a temj 
Apparently domestic peace and confidence, in rei 
absence of either, — a void. 

Madame Armand talked, langhed, was i 
sparkling than ever, perhaps her piquancy 
occasionally a little over sharp, her wit a little er 
taking revenge on her heart. 

"For each day Cattie had her project, — dini 
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pic-nics, soir^es, croquet parties. She was never at 
home without guests. With marvellous persistencj, 
she maintained the distance she chose between her 
liiisband and herseif, and that, without even once 
shocking or rebelling against social laws; Armand, 
and he alone, knew what a mere simulacrum of a 
wife he had. The marble before the miracle, was 
not colder to Pygmalion than Cattie to him. 

Armand would have foand it difficnlt to describe 
the sentiments agitating him. He knew that he 
snffered horribly, for Cattie had taken possession of 
his whole being. It seems somehow or other that 
ill asage, far from weakening love, has the efiPect of 
deepening it. De Jen9ay wondered within himself 
that such a character as Oattie^s did not chill his 
affection, Wondered as so many have done and will 
de, that a love so tender and true could fail to 
meet a just return. But it is not sufficient to offer 
a treasure, one must get it accepted. 

Nor was it one of those situations where advice 
conld be asked. How lay bare, to even the most 
friendly eye, a suffering like this? and in fact, what 
redress had a man of delicacy, of feeling, in such a 
case? Add to this, that he had no clue to the 
mystery of Cattie's present conduct. He feit like 
one in a labyrinth aware of the horror of his position, 
and at the same time hopeless of overcoming it. 

Withtn an Ace, ^ 
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One day on retoming from overlooking the boilders, 
he heard peals of laughter proceeding £rom the great 
salon. He went thither and fonnd his wife at the 
piano, and a certain Monsieur Douai standing hj 
her side. As he entered Cattie sung with em- 
phasis: — 

"Aujourd'hui nous dirons, je t'aime." 

M. Douai replied: ^^Nous le dirons encore de- 



main." 



They were practising a duett, that was clear. 

Cattie tumed all sorts of colours at sight of her 
husband; but recovering her presence of mind, she 
said, quoting: "Ne lui parlons pas, il devinerait 
mon Beeret." 

De Jen^ay glanced round, and seeing Tolande 
working in a corner, he left the room without a 
Word. In the evening, he asked, with evident dis- 
pleasure , the explanation of the scene of the morn- 
ing. 

"It needs none. We are getting up the 'Eendez- 
vous Bourgeois,'" answered Cattie, without lifüng 
up her eyes from the book she was pretending to be 
engrossed with. 

"You should have consulted me before deeiding 
to do so." 

"Why?" and she looked at him, her eyes flash- 
ing all their fire on him. 
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"It might be disagreeable to me." 

"I did right, then, not to have any previous dis- 
cassion, as I mean to act it.^' 

/*I hope not against my expressed wish to the 
contrary." 

"You had better go through town and country 
and publisli, that because Madame de Jen9ay wishes 
to act a play, Monsieur de Jen9ay forbids it." 

"I should be glad, Cattie, if you would remember 
that you are Madame de Jen^ay." 

"Do yon tliink I ever forget that fact? On the 
contrary, it is always before my eyes; I cannot shut 
it out do what I will." She spoke quietly, with no 
raising of her voice, and her eyes again fixed on her 
book. 

"You are wilfiilly ruining your happiness and 
mine, Cattie." 

"Not mine," she said, pointedly. 

"In the name of heaven, what have I done; or 
what has happened to cause this change in you?" 

"You are seeking to force a quarrel on me, but 
you shall not succeed;" and she went to the piano, 
and began practising some of the songs of the Vaude- 
ville. How sweet her voice-, how arch, how tender, 
her singing; how every note thrilled to his heart! 
What a perfect type of lovely, gentle womankind 
she looked! Could any chance spectator having a 

11* 
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glimpse of that salon imagine tliat discord reigned 
supreme there? 

What was Count Armand to do? Force a quarrel 
on her, in order to get at the mystery? He dared 
not contemplate wliat might be the resalt of any 
further contention. Besides, a great love such as 
his finds a consolation in self-immolation. 

The next moming Armand went, as asaal, to 
overlook the progress of his works. Cattie watched 
him as long as she conld distinguish his figore. She 
marked how listless his step; that he never looked 
around, but walked straight on, as a blind person 
wQuId do. It seemed to her that he, who had been 
so erect, began to stoop, as one does who carries a 
heavy bürden. She strangled a sigh. Oh! that he 
had not married her: they might both then have 
been happy. Her thoughts were not comfortable. 
Why could he not do as she did — make up his mind 
to enjoy the pleasures within his power? She could 
not change herseif any more than he could chan^ 
himself. She had half a mind to give up that stupid 
play, about which she really cared nothing, and had 
promised in a moment of recklessness. 

Most people have read the story of Sintram and 
his two attendant spirits. We all hear the clanking 
of chains, the rattling of bones, the sweet hymnA) 
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nrging us this way and that, as we struggle through 
the battle we call life. 

Cattie went down into the flower-garden: there 
had been a shower, and the earth gave up its most 
gratefnl perfume. The roses hung their heads, 
drooping with moisture; blackbirds were busy taking 
their early meal,on the close-shaven grass; the sound 
of hammers and the murmurs of busy men's voices 
were brought to her, softened by the warm breeze; 
the chäteau itself had an air of home and comfort. 
"All yonrs," whispered the good spirit. "Waste 
not these good days; be like unto a little child; be 
good and loving, and happiness is yours!" Cattie 
listening to the low whispers, stood before a tall 
thistle; one that she had insisted on having sent to 
La Gonesse at the time of her marriage. An odd 
smile passed over her face. 

"I wamed him that you were my symbol," she 
Said, half aloud. "I have a mind to have it painted 
as our crest in every room." 

The good spirit was vanishing. 

Unluckily, she.. was in the vestibule as Armand 
retnmed to breakfast; and she heard him both speak- 
ing and laughing cheerfuUy. 

"I am a fool for my pains: he is a true French- 
man, incapable of any streng or lasting feeling. If 
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I were to die, in three days he would be con- 
soled." 

It was the little Cnr^, who had met Monsieur le 
Gomte, and Monsieur had invited him to break- 
fast 

How the little man eat and talked! The people 
were busy, and, therefore, well behaved. It was a 
comfort that the young girls, who were the trouble 
of bis life, always wanting to go to Paris, or into 
convents, always getting into some mischief, would 
now have a chance. That paper-mill was to tarn 
the village into a paradise, and all the girls into 
Eosi&res; so said the Cor^. He talked for the whole 
party. Gattie smiled on him just as she would have 
done on some schoolboy out for a holiday. She 
never could take him in eamest as a priest. 

Armand had been glad to have a gnest at the 
breakfast-table. A family party was beginning to 
be as irksome to him as to Cattie. 

Monsieur Douai arrived in the aftemoon, as 
Cattie had invited him to do, bringing with him a 
young pianist to play the accompaniments. 

This Monsieur Douai was one of those men whom 
friends advise women to keep at a distance, — clever, 
insinuating, a gossip, and underbred. "Use him 
carefuUy," was the advice Madame Kegnier had 
given Madame Armand. 
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Now Cattie was one of those persons who , with 
i pretension to great judgment on every subject, 
>laiider continually in their own conduct. As, for 
ixample, she did now, in letting Monsieur Doaai 
:now that she and her husband had disagreed about 
he acting. 

His familiär tone of condolence vexed her suffi- 
iently 5 and just then, to her surprise, M. de Jen^ay 
ame into the room , and proposed to be their 
irompter. 

Cattie chose to see in this offer a System of 
Spionage, and her pride took the alarm at once. 
iOvity of manner was not one of her besetting 
^llies; in general there was in her manner what, 
yr want of a better term, may be called an '^aimable 
rusquerie-," but on this aftemoon, for the sake of 
unishing Armand, she played the part with a mad- 
ening coquetry. 

To say the truth, Monsieur Douai behaved un- 
xceptionably. What he might have found agree- 
ble in a tete-ä-tete , he scarcely relished under the 
tem eyes of a husband. 

"Douai is a fop and a gossip," observed the Count, 
'hen the guest was gone. 

"I am quite able to take care of myself," was 
le answer; "and of all detestable creatures, a spy 
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is the most detestable.'' She was aboat to lea> 
room. 

"You must listen to me for five minutes, O 
and he took her hj the hand and led her to a 
'^I know what French manners and habits arc 
England, I believe, it is thought that as sooi 
woman in France is married she is at perfect 1 
to do as she pleases, and that no fault will be 1 
A mistake. It is with no wish to watch yoi 
I choose to be present at these rehearsals. Ho 
Strange your behavionr towards me, my conf 
in you is unbounded. It is to prevent the 
construction your inexperience might occasio 
dislike your acting, I dislike the play you 
chosen, but since you fancy you cannot draw 
I will at least appear to approve. You unde: 
now why I choose to be your prompter, an< 
will take care I always know when the rehc 
are to take place." 

"Is that all?'' 

"Yes." 

"Then I suppose I may go now." 

It was all very well to brave it out before Ar 
but Gattie could have cried at the thought 
Armand's precaution had come too late. If i 
from her could have sent Monsieur Douai i 
antipodes, she would have assuredly nodded. 
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Before the next evening Monsiear Douai had 
entertained the "cercle" (club) with an animated 
accoant of how the little Countess kept her husband 
in Order. 

Her acquaintance still continued to go into 
ecstasies abont her looks, her grace, her talents; 
but there were some who now ventured to say that 
perhaps she was too brilliant, wanting in that re- 
pose, that serious gentleness, which is woman^s best 
portion. 

The preparations for the vaudeville went on 
swimmingly. Scenery was hired, a professional 
stage-manager and professional orchestra, and a 
professional prompter were engaged. The large 
conservatory forming one side of the drawing-room 
was emptied of its rare plants, and the stage erected 
there, leaving the salon free for the spectators. 

The theatricals at the chäteau were talked of 
all throngh the department, and invitations were 
eagerly canvassed for, and which Cattie gave with 
a bountifril band. She had begun to feel as all 
women do who are not happy at home, that she 
must not make enemies. 

The long-expected evening came at last, and 
carriages roUed for an hour incessantly under the 
old archway. Never had there been such gay 
doings within those walls. Madame Armand re- 
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ceived her gaests with all that savair faire for which 
she had been remarked, giving to each exactly that 
which was their dae. 

To enable her to play the part of courteous 
hostess, there was a one act Lever de Rideau* The 
farce chosen was one in which a poor Violoncellist, 
to pay a gambling debt to a hairdresser, oflTers to 
give him five handred lessons at a franc each, and 
insisting at the same time on giving his creditor a 
specimen of his talents. The gentleman who 
played this part, the son of one of the greatest 
artists of the day, is famed for his Performances, 
not on the instrument, though the deception or 
Illusion is perfect On this occasion he played 
an air .from the Puritani^ imitating so completely 
Piatti, that he drew forth a universal encore. His 
Performance must be heard to have it credited 
that he can Imitate with lips and tongue all the 
beauties, the pathos, even the imperfections of the 
Violoncello. 

The vaudeville was extremely well acted. Cattie 
acted and sang as though to the manner bom. Her 
voice, her playfulness, her loveliness made hesser- 
rors of accent overlooked. She ought to have beeSp%^ 
satisfied with the unlimited admiration bestowed on 
her. 
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made up of wonder, admiration, and regret. With 
every £resh proof of talent, with every new burst of 
enthnsiastic applause, a cMU feil on him. It was a 
hopeless case. He could never expect that brilliant 
fairy to sit at a fireside with nonesave a husband 
to admire or to be attracted. He could read in 
her face bow sbe deligbted in the homage of a 
crowd. He despaired of tbe futnre for both of them. 
Her late coldness, her dissatisfaction was, no donbt, 
cansed by want of excitement. As tbe piece pro- 
ceeded, be overheard wbispers tbat made bis blood 
tingle. He could not remain to witness tbis exbibi- 
tion of bis wife, and tbe analysing of her face 
and form. Tbe sweetest notes of her voice jarred 
on bis ears. He slipped away, as he supposed, un- 
noticed. 

It was, perbaps, well for the snccess of tbe Per- 
formance tbat he disappeared only as it was nearly 
concluding; for, tbougb otbers might not remark bis 
absence, Cattie missed bim directly. From tbat 
moment, sbe bad to make violent efforts to keep up 
her vivacity. 

Sbe was overwhelmed with applause. Sbe tasted 
of tbat sound wbich it is said intoxicates all wbo 
are tbe object of it, giving that stränge fascination 
to the stage whicb renders it so difficult for public 
favonrites to bid adieu to the footligbts. 
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The last guest was gone — Cattie had smiled her 
last obligatory smile. She threw herseif on a sofa 
with a yawn that was half a sigh. Her brows were 
drawn together, her mouth rigid — no longer "the 
fairy," "the muse," "the grace," "the Hebe," she 
had heard herseif called, bnt a sullen heavy-eyed 
woman. 

Yolande asked, "Are you not very tired?" 

"Yes, very." 

"Take something — some wine — some lemonade 
— some ice?" 

"Oh! Yolande, if you only knew how I hate 
being asked qnestions." 

Yolande was silenced for a minute. Then she 
began, as timid as kind-hearted people are when they 
have to do with ill temper, — 

"It has been a charming eyening-, and you were 
so admired. Such raptures as Monsieur le Prüfet 
was in; and Monsieur Delaunay said " 

"Spare me — it's quite enough to have heard 
their foolish speeches once. I hope you ob- 
served the way M. de Jen^ay tried to spoil every- 
thing?" 

"Did he? Tt is true Armand doesn't like 
parties; but I thought he paid great attention to the 
play." 

"He took care to show he did not like it It 
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was downright ill-natured. He hoped to put me 
out; and he went away just as I was beginning my 
best song." 

"That was very bad," said Yolande; "but I 
daresay he didn't think you would care." 

"You are enough to fret a saint, Yolande. I 
teil you, he knew I should see. He did it to vex 
me. It was a mean way of revenging himself. He 
meant every one to see that he did not care for my 
singing. It will be long enough before he will have 
another opportunity of insulting me." 

And having lashed herseif into a passion, 
Cattie went away to bed without any good-night to 
Yolande, 

The good G^ante cried bitterly, because her idol 
was naughty; and to think that the same person 
who was creating sorrow and uneasiness all round 
her, had it in her power to have dispensed content- 
ment and happiness. And all this wretchedness 
for a slight wound, — nay, not so much as a wound, 
— a Scratch to self-lovel Poor Cattie! she had yet 
to learn that the one who loves most is the one 
that is wisest. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Lucas k non Lncendo. 

Bbssie Sinclair's wedding was to take place in 
September, and as she was to come abroad for her 
wedding-trip, de Jen9ay proposed to Cattie that they 
should invite the newly married couple and May to 
La Gonesse. But no, Cattie would not hear of any 
thing of the kind. She would not have Bessie her 
visitor, as a married woman, for all the world. She 
knew how it would be — such obedience, such sub- 
missiveness, such tender attentions de part lautre, 
She should die of the exhibition. 

Cattie, in this mood, was so thoroughly and un- 
reasonably feminine, so pretty, and so piquante, that 
her husband scarcely knew whether to laugh at or 
be angry with her. She read the admiration in his 
eye, and added, with still more decision, — 

"I won't have her." 

"But it will seem very stränge," began her 
husband. 

"Not at all, if we are not at home. Let us go 
somewhere — anywhere; but here I will not have 
them." 
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At dinner, Cattie had a plan to propose. She 
had seen half-a-dozen people — they were going to 
Baden-Baden — there were to be operas and concerts 
— ^first-rate singers — why sbould she not write and 
propose to meet Bessie and her spouse there. It 
would not be out of their route. 

So it was decided — the proposal was made, and 
the rendezvous accepted. 

Cattie pressed Yolande to be one of the party; 
but Yolande was busy watching the progress of the 
dahlias, and did not like moving about. 

"I will let you off this time," said Cattie, "but 
you must spend the winter with us in Paris" — here 
a side glance at de Jen^ay. "I can*t do without 
you, Yolande — ^you are the only person who always 
thinks me right." 

Madame Armand was still under the belief that 
Mdlle. de Kerouanne was dependent on the de 
Jen^ays, and it was one of the good actions of her 
life, the undeviating kindness and respect with which 
she treated the supposed poor relation. 

Yolande therefore remained at La Gronesse, 
charged to report the progress of the works, and to 
help the Cur^ to manage the parish. 

By the second week of September, the Count 
and Countess were instaUed in one of the best suites 
of rooms in the Holländischer Hof. 
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Pretty, theatrical, Baden — tricked out and orna- 
mented as a figure in a fashion-book , in a frame of 
dark forest, austere as virtue itself. The visitors to 
Baden are not among tbose who find tongues in 
trees, books in tbe running brooks, or sermons in 
stones. 

De Jen^ay fonnd a crowd of acquaintances tbere; 
among them tbe Duke bis godfatber, and tbe Prince 
bis consin. Tbey were nicknamed ^^Vhomme leger^^'^ 
and ^^r komme loiird.^'* 

Tbe first eamed bis sobriquet, becanse he was so 
tborougbly good-natured — so easily pleased — very few 
bad fatbomed tbe teason of tbese peculiarities. Tbe 
fact was, that tbe*Duke bad a profound knowledge 
of mankind — tbe result was a great deal of pity, 
with a sligbt admixture of contempt, "I prefer 
laugbing to crying^" he would say — and he sbowed 
that he did. "L^bomme lourd^' was as amiable as 
an egotist can be. He was not averse to belp bis 
neighbour, but on condition that it gave bim no per- 
sonal trouble. He would have paid tbe expenses of 
tbe wounded Samaritan; assuredly be would not 
have crossed tbe road to lift bim up. He spoke 
little, tbougb in truth a well-informed man-, be re- 
fased mentally, as well as bodily to go out of bis 
way — wbereas tbe Duke was ready to do botb. Tbe 
greatest self-sacrifice of tbe Prince's life was the 
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journey to Scotland at the time of de Jen9a7's mar- 
riage, and it was sbrewdly suspected that the Duke 
had carried him off hj surprise. The Prince had 
never married, and the Duke was a widower, with 
a danghter, whose perfections as wife and mother he 
never tired of describing. 

Hearing him talk of his grandchildren, gave you 
quite another measure of the man from that which 
you took of him in salons. 

When Cattie had come to understand and like 
him, she lectured him one day, on the absurd speeches 
ho made to women. 

"Ah! ch&re dame, do not try to change me — it 
is a gymnastio of the mind that does me good — and 
they like it — they like to be forced to laugh." 

"But it makes you undervalued." 

"What does that matter — I amuse and am 
amused. Once I began to take things seriously, I 
should have to become a monk." 

"You are never to talk in that disgracefol way 
to me." 

"Oh! as to you — ^that is another affair — first you 
are English, and you would cry shocking;" it was 
a treat to hear the Duke pronounce the word. "Be- 
sides you are a sort of god-daughter, and I shall 
look after you like an old papa." 

AcquaintanceS/ and connections were equally 

WitMn an Ace, 1^ 
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ready to find the Conntess cbarming, and she was 
Boon in a whirl of gaiety that separated her as much 
from de Jen^ay, as though the wall of China had 
divided them. And this, though he was always 
present wherever she might be. 

At a concert at which Rnbinstein played, and 
Patti snng, Cattie was seated next a lady whom she 
had already remarked. Her age might be forty, 
and her face was one of those of which Longfellow 
says, "it has a story to teil." 

It was a long, narrow face, with eyes that were 
not French; they seemed inherited from some 
Moorish ancestor. The brows were drawn together, 
as nnder the pressure of a fixed idea. If thinness 
be aristocratic, then might this lady be supposed of 
blood royal. She sat gracefnlly, and her dress, that 
revealer of the character of our tastes, had something 
artistic in its arrangement. Altogether, she was not 
a person to be overlooked even in a Baden crowd. 

While Rubinstein was playing, she let fall yarious 
involuntary expressions of admiration, and once 
when her eyes met those of Cattie, the latter was 
astonished at the change produced on that hard, 
dark face by a smile. Before the end of the concert, 
they had interchanged opinions as to the Performance, 
and parted with friendly bows. The next day, they 
met in one of the public walks, and the Duke and 
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the other gentlemen accompanying the Countess, 
lifted their hats to her neighbour of the evening 
before. 

"Who is she?" asked Cattie. 

''A most charming woman; remarkable talents; 
qnito out of the common line," replied the Duke; 
his lorgnon on bis noble nose, staring intrepidly at 
some glaring specimen of fashion, and bowing right 
and left. 

"You have told me what she is, and not who," 
Said Cattie. 

The Duke was so busy with his bows and Stares 
that he scarcely understood the question. It was 
another of the group who answered, "That is Ma- 
dame d'Aiguillon." 

"Has she gained the apostrophe?" asked a 
third. 

"All I can say is that on her cards her name 
appears with a little d, a big A, and the apo- 
Strophe." 

"What foUy," said the Duke, returning to the 
conversation; "and in a country which has got rid 
of the prejudices of yours, dear lady," addressing 
Cattie. 

"I haye taken a fancy to Madame d^Aiguillon. 

She has a different look from other people. Her 

face comes back upon me as a familiär one." 

12* 



180 WITHIN AN ACE. 

"Lncky it is a woman^s,^^ said the Duke, whis- 
pering. "Don't you know that^s one of the signs of 
a beginning love?" 

"No," retumed Cattie. 

"Bat 70a have some experience, belle dame?" 

Cattie tamed her head away. 

"Ah! I am shoching^^'* and the Duke laughed. 
"You English are not ashamed of doing, only of the 
name of what you do." 

How unconsciously people set other folk's teeth 
on edge! 

"I must let Madame d'Aiguillon know your sen- 
timents towards her/' went on the Duke. "She is 
amiable certainly, but she is a candid soul, and 
declares she prefers the society of men to that of 
her own sex, but she is 'bonne femme* at the 
bottom." 

As the two groups repassed, the Duke left Cattie, 
and went to Madame d'Aiguillon's side. Presendy 
that lady came to the Countess, with a graceM 
cordiality quite winning. Cattie, on her side, was 
equally gracious, repeating what she had already 
said to the Duke, that it seemed to her as if she 
must already have met Madame d'Aiguillon. 

"In some previous and, I hope, better world, 
but I could never have seen yow, and forgotten you," 
was the flattering reply. 



LUCUS A NON LUOBNDO. 181 

Both ladies having rooms in the same hotel, 
nothing easier than to meet without ceremony. 

"I am sorry you have made Madame d'Aiguillon's 
acquaintance," said de Jen^ay, on the first oppor- 
tunity. 

"Why? What is the matter with her?" 

**Slie is that unfortunate creature, a ^femme in- 
comprise.' She Las had everything on earth to 
make her bappy, and she goes abont the world 
lameatfug her fate, playing the v!btim.*^ 

"There's a proverb which says that only those 
who wear the 8hoe know where it pinches. Appear- 
ances are as often false one way as the other. I 
don't believe any one complains without a \5ause." 

He looked earnestly at her, and said, "Are you 
happy?" 

"No, I am not," she answered, firmly. 

"Will you explain to me why you are not so?" 

"It would be quite useless. The cause is quite 
beyond your power or mine to remove. I am 
reasonable. I enjoy all the pleasures within my 
reach, and as for happiness, I am leaming that one 
can do without it very well." 

"My poor foolish Cattie!" he said, in a tone 
that love alone lends to the human voice, and ere 
she was aware of it, she was pressed against his 
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heart. He had left the room before she had re- 
covered from her astonishment 

Was Cattie in perfect good faith with herseif 
when she made up her mind to show that she re- 
sented this caress. It was clear that she was a 
greater novice than the Duke took her for. She did 
not know that in so much hatred love lies hidden. 
One thing is certain that Opposition onlj increased 
her interest in Madame d'Aiguillon. Between im- 
pressionable people intimacies ripen apace, and die 
ont generallj as quickly. The Countess and her 
new acqnaintance speedily became inseparable. 

Madame d'Aiguillon spoke, with all the candoor 
the Duke had attributed to her, of her disappoint- 
ments and deceptions. She was indignantlj pathetic 
over the disillusions matrimony brings. "The wo- 
man who loves is never loved," would she say. 
"It is not the intellectual qualities men care for — 
the animal govems them. Heaven knows, I had the 
capability of devotion, but of what avail when the 
devotion is not valued. Ah! how I have hoped, 
dreamed, nay — even at my age — ^I still dream of a 
life k deux, but it is a dream, with always the jnme 
terribly matter-of-faet conclusion." 

Once she said to Cattie, "You are favoured by 
fate." 

Now Cattie did not wish to teil her story, and 
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yot she would not teil an untruth. She hesitated, 
and Madame d'Aiguillon went on, — 

"Ahl poor child, another victim to the Jugger- 
nant matrimony." 

"You misunderstand," said Cattie; "I have no 
complaint to make against M. de Jen9ay." 

Madame d^Aiguillon studied the expressive face 
before her, and failed in understanding its language. 

She said: — 

"You are afraid to speak candidly. I always 
say what I think, and the essence of my experience 
is that there are only two classes of men, — those 
who fawn on women, and those on whom women 
fawn, — the spaniel or the mastiff. You don't agree 
with me, I see." 

"No, because I have known a man whom to 
know would be snfficient to make you, madame, be- 
lieve in men^s goodness. I am nor;a very good spe- 
cimen myself," — and Cattie^s features worked with 
repressed emotion — "but I believe that there are 
good, noble-minded people in the world." 

"Dear enthusiasti'* s^id Madame d^Aiguillon. 
"I, too, once had such sentiments. I have an incli- 
nation to teil you my story; quite a romance of the 
heart, — no startling events, merely the gradual wear- 
ing out of spirit and body." 

Madame d^Aiguillon told her story with bitter 
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eloquence. She laid bare with passionate sincerity 
her hopes and desires, her pride, even her vanitj. 
She showed all the secret wounds of her disappoint- 
ed, ambitious soul. The fault was that of fate, which 
had given her a husband incapable of understanding 
her; in short every person or thing connected with 
her was to blame, — all ezcept herseif. She discon- 
nected her character entirely from the evenfc.v of her 
life. To hear her, you would have snpposed she 
had been as passive in the forging of her trials as 
Iphigenia; as completely the sport of fate as any of 
the heroes of Greek tragedy. e 

The tmth, however, was, that in youth her tal- 
ents and her'^grace had made her the star of a bril- 
liant circle, had surrounded her with worshippers. 
In spite of her real gifts, she enjoyed the coarse 
adulation of a mixed crowd. Her youth had been 
what the FrenchTcall "««^ jmnesae orageme^ She 
herseif allowed that she had been a coquette. " Why 
did not my husband prevent me?" She did not add, 
that she had laughed his efPorts to scom. But all 
prestige, let it be of what kind it will, has its al> 
lotted time; and Madame d'Aiguillon considered that, 
which is a universal ever recurring fact, to be her 
peculiar individual trial. The void she feit she re- 
sented as an injury; reproaches, and recriminations, 
and low spirits thinned her circle day by day. ün- 
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able to yield her place gracefuUy, to become the 
admirer instead of the admired, she was now seeking 
by means of her pen a new spbere of distinction. 
No doubt sbe bad ability, bat her book was an air 
with yariations played on one string. Self-commise- 
ration the tbeme, varied by lamp-black portraits of 
those who had been her intimates. Every outward 
cbarm mercilessly tom from them, nothing lefk bat 
grimacing skeletons. In all tbat she wrote there 
was not a description tbat the reader coald be glad 
to dwell on. Had Cattie^s mind been in a niore^^ 
heali;hy State, she coald not have failed to detect the 
weakBess, nay, absurdity, of many of her new friend's 
tenetS. Even as it was, she coald not help feeling 
tbat in Madame d'Aigaillon she caught a distorted 
shadow of herseif. /"It was a-sarpriöe to her to find 
tbat there was not opiy a Monsiear iJjAigaillon alive, 
bat also a Mr. Albert .d'Aigaillon^ a^oath now at 
St. Cyr. \ " ^^^.^- . . 

Madame d^Aigaillon ^aismisßed her hasband irom 
the conversation, as from her life, with the remarks: 
"M. d'Aigaillon prefers the caltivation of bis land 
to the caltivation of bis mind. Paris overwhelms 
bim with a sense of bis own nothingness; whereas 
every one for leagaes roand Chamfort lifts bis hat to 
bim. He is well meaning; never intends, I acknow- 
ledge, to pain me; bat, oh, monDieu\ 1dlo^\ä ToaiKÄÄ 
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me suffer when we are together. As for my son, he 
will go into the army; he will do his duty — ^rise to 
be a general. Bat what comfort can I find in bim? 
He is as devoid of delicacy of sentiment as his fa* 
ther.** At other times, Madame d^Aigoillon would 
take a matemal tone. She wonld say: ^'Avoid my 
fatal fault — that of all girls — at the beginning of my 
marriage, — I gave way in everything." The Speaker 
believed her own words. "I allowed myself to be 
buried in the country, condemned to a t^te-ä-tete 
with a man in horribly strong health, who eat and 
drank and talked for four; and snored — how he did 
snore! — every evening. If I had insisted on living 
half the year in Paris, he would have been fbrced 
to behave like a civilized creature, and I should 
never have had my white feathers rufEed." 

Detecting alarm in Cattie^ eyes, Madame d^Ai- 
guillon addedi^ '^No, no, you need not be afraid-, I 
never lost the tip of a feather.V.^ > 

Lord Dalgleish and his bride, accompaiiied by 
May, arrived at Baden Baden. 

The Lord of Session was a little, thin, long- 
faced, sandy-haired gentleman, of a certain age> and 
with the quiet, shy manners of a Student. He had 
known Bessie Sinclair during the lifetime of his first 
wife, and had been one of the married men who 
considered her as a pattem for her sex. It was only 
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by some such concatenation of circuinstances, that 
Bessie conld have become sufBciently intimate with 
any man to allow of bis daring to ask her to marry 
bim. 

Lord Dalgleisb bad assnred ber of bis admiration 
for ber, since ber fonrteentb year, — an admiration 
tbat bad developed into a tender attachment since 
tbe sad loss of Mrs. Dalgleisb. 

Tbis was not said, bat written, and after a fort- 
nigbt^s consideration, Bessie wrote ber consent. If 
ever marriage promised well, it was tbis one; tbe 
gentleman and lady were as perfectly acquainted 
witb eacb otber^s cbaracter as any two persons can 
be, before tbe nuptial benediction is pronounced. 
Bessie, too, bad bad tbe inestimable privilege of 
bearing many particulars of bis lordsbip from tbe 
first Mrs. Dalgleisb. Tberefore, sbe accepted bim 
witb ber eyes open, and very well satisfied sbe 
seemed. Sbe was Bessie Sinclair a little stronger in 
colour pbysically and morally. Tbe only toncb of 
bumonr tbat bad ever been perceptible about ber 
was, wben sbe talked of ber sons, — tbat is, ber bus- 
band^s sons, wbo were mucb of ber own age. 

May was tbinner and paler*, ber roses were all 
wbite ones; in notbing eise altered, tbe same sweet 
sedateness, tbe same devotion to otbers, tbe same 
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willingness to accept the pleasures of every one eise, 
as her own. 

Cattie had not expected to feel any parüeular 
emotion at the sight of Bessie and May, and it was 
a surprise to her to und that, no sooner did she see 
their once familiär faces, hear their once familiär 
voices, it reqnired a strong effort on her part not to 
burst into tears. The good spirit now stepped into 
the place of the evil one. Bat she would not have 
owned, though it was tme, that their presence 
seemed to lift away a veil through which she had 
lately been viewing many things; she feit morally 
what she had often feit physically in coming out of 
a heated, vitiated atmosphere, into the pnre cool air. 
Their conversation was like a long unheard melody, 
bringing back with it old associations, old feelings. 

To hear her talking to her friends, asking news, 
and speaking affectionately and gratefully of Mr. 
Sinclair, and of Miss Toynbee; even öf aunt PoUy, 
and many carelessly treated once, but whom memory 
surrounded with a tender light, gave de JenQjiy the 
first happy hours he had had for many weeks. Then 
Cattie was more gentle to himself ; she would have 
indignantly denied it, had anyone told her so, but it 
was the case nevertheless, that the presence of her 
Scotch Mends kept her in check. She excused her- 
seif to herseif for this semblance of cordiality to her 
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hasband by saying, "Sbe did not cboose that Bessie 
or May sboold tbink sbe was to be pitied, or uncle 
Dan be gratified by believing sbe was xinbappy. 
Even Lord Dalgleisb, wbo, remembering wbat Cattie 
bad been, bad at first sbrunk back from tbe brilliant 
Countess, confided to bis wife^s ear tbat be considered 
ber friend was vastly improved. 

All must fade, tbe sweetest tbe soonest, and tbis 
pleasant State of matters was roined by Frencb pre- 
judice. 

One day tbe Duke — bis pranancde manner bad 
not found favour witb Mrs. Dalgleisb or' May — well, 
tbe Duke spoke sarcastically of tbeir unattractive 
manners. ^^Did tbe English consider grace and a£Pa- 
bility incompatible witb virtue?" 

De Jen^ay warmly took up tbe defence, passing 
an encomium tbat set all Cattie^s nerves vibrating. 

^^BeautiM, pure as untrodden snow, gentle, kind, 
was Miss May, tbe innocence of ber soul could be 
read in ber eyes; to bim it seemed tbat sbe was tbe 
type of all most admirable in woman." Did tbis 
entbusiasm spring fi*om tbe bittemess of bis disap- 
pointment in Cattie? was it tbe outspeaking of some 
former feeling? 

'^Hei-be-be!'' said tbe Duke, witb a side glance 
at tbe Countess. 

'^Tou bave beard tbe Count^s opinion," said 
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Cattie*, the only sign of flutter was a little breath- 
lessness; "and you will believe it, and try to appre- 
ciate my friend, when I assure you it is every syl- 
lable true.'* 

"I always judge of a woman by the way she 
listens to the praise of another, and if it were pos- 
sible, you have made more fervent my belief in your 
superiority, dear lady;'* and then the Duke changed 
the conversation, in which Cattie joined with so 
much suavity that his Grace went away with a great 
respectr for her self-control, and unbounded pity for 
his godson. 

" She will make thee pay for thy words, my boy," 
he muttered more than once on his homeward way. 

Perhaps de Jen^ay had expected some reproach, 
some sharp retort, when the Duke left them. Not a 
Word. A pain, an ache, quite novel, kept Cattie 
silent. Incidents she could not have recalled a day, 
nay, not an hour before, now stood out from the 
dimness of the past with startling cleamess. Bessie^s 
fidgety anxiety for de Jen^ay's going, her watchful 
attentions to May after his departure, May^s own 
avoidance of any mention of him, her pallor and 
trembling at the marriage ceremony, were all ex- 
plained. Cattie even suddenly remembered that May 
alone, of all the family, had not accompanied her to 
the carriage. The enigma, so puzzling to her hitherto, 
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•f why uncle Dan should have songht to bring about 
ler mamage with the Count was solved at last. 
\he gnessed now the cause of the old man^s sudden 
eeking of de JenQay's society. Uncle Dan had 
ised her to shield his darling: he had cared nothing 
Dr sacrificing the maiden pride of the orphan his 
rother was protecting; he had had no pity for the 
riendless girl; he had mthlessly sacrificed his own 
mth and a woman*s delicacy. Instinct had wamed 
er truly enongh that uncle Dan would do her some 
lortal injury. 

She had not even the sorry comfort of believing 
liat she was the sole sacrifice to an old man^s selfish 
ffection. Those words of enthusiastic praise uttered 
y de JenQay kept on sounding in her ears; praise 
lat conld never be applied to her. When before 
ad Cattie ever allowed, even in thought, her own 
iferiority? "Was this the humility of awakening 
)ve? 

It would have been well had this new-bom feel- 
ig been left to develop itself; but, unfortunately, 
ith the very best intentions, Mrs. Dalgleish stopped 
s growth. Women are not easily deceived with 
3gard to their own sex. They unfailingly detect 
'here there is any flaw in happiness, where love 
oes or does not reign. 

Luckily for all parties, it was only the moming 
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before the Dalgleislies were to leave Baden that 
Bessie, finding, or making an opportnnity, said to 
Cattie, '^Do 70U think M. de Jen9a7 looks as well 
as he used to do?*' 

^^Much tbe same;" and Cattie added, with a jar 
in her voice, "accustomed as 70U are to a rose-and- 
lily complexion in your husband, no wonder 70a 
fancy M. de JenQay's olive green denotes ill health.*' 

Bessie continned, with untroubled calm. '^His 
complexion is what it was at Mayfield; bnt he is 
very mach thinner than formerly, and really his 
hands look like the hands of a sick person.*' 

"Are you hinting that he is fretting? Very likely 
he is regretting the blunder of his maniage; for you 
know as well as I do, that it never would have been 
but for uncle Dan's interference." - 

"I know nothing of the kind,'^ said Bessie, losing 
her temper. "And if M. de Jen^ay and you are not 
happy the fault is yours." 

"You had not always so favourable an opinion 
of him." 

"I will not be forced into an unseemly dis- 
cussion,** said Mrs. Dalgleish. "I have taken what 
I consider the right of an old friend to warn you. 
I shall not venture again to do so." 

"Do me one other kindness, Bessie, for the sake 
of old times. Teil uncle Dan that I know what he 
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did, and that I, unworthy as he thought me, wonld 
not have condescended to a falsebood, — a base, un- 
manly falsehood, — to gain mj own selfisb ends. 
Wbatever bappens to me, or wbatever wrong I do, 
it is on bis bead." 

Bessie looked wbat sbe was, confonnded by tbe 
message, and tbe passion witb wbicb it was given. 
An nncomfortable suspicion, not feit for tbe first 
time since Cattie's marriage, of some wrong-doing on 
ber uncle's part, made ber say, — 

"Cattie, if any one bas sinned against yon, re- 
member tbat we are taugbt to bope for tbe forgive- 
ness of our own debts, by pardoning tbose wbo are 
our debtors." 

Cattie sbook ber bead more sadly tban angrily. 

"Pray say notbing of wbat bas passed just now 
between us to May. It would make ber unbappy if 
sbe tbougbt we bad bad angry words." 

"It is tbe very last subject I sbould ever toucb 
on witb May, for otber reasons." 

Bessie asked for no explanation. 

Wben May was bidding Cattie good-by, sbe said, 
witb tears, — 

"You still care for us all, dear — do you not? 
Tou still love me?" 

"Cattie laid ber bead for an instant on May's 
sboulder, and wbispered, — 

WitMn an Act. ^ 
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^^As long as there is any good in me, I sball love 
you and yonr father. Teil him, the thought of him 
Stands between me and evil.'' 

The next moment she bad sbaken off ber emotion. 
She Said, — 

"Will you take a Souvenir from me to dear T.? 
Look; is tbis turban not an improvement on numbers 
1, 2, and 3?" 
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CHAPTEß X. 

Pas Convenable. 

It was evident to even her slighteet acquaintance 
that, after her Scotch friends* departure, the young 
Coxintess had lost the animation which was one of 
her great attractions. 

"Nostalgyl" said the Duke; "and it is snrprising! 
So charming a woman, and yet she regrets a conntry 
where pleasore is called shocking!" 

The Count knew better than to ascribe his wife's 
want of spirits to any such cause. The capricious 
coldness she had shown him for so many weeks 
assumed now another character. Her provoking in- 
diflference, which had hitherto been passive, now 
often became aggressive. She sat in judgment on 
his every word; his most harmless remark was suffi- 
cient to bring on a violent discussion. Their inter- 
course had become so painful that he began to 
welcome the presence of Madame d^Aiguillon as a 
safeguard, 

Suspicion, that deadly poison, was enervatiug 
Cattie's soul. Painful as had been the conviction 



196 WITHIN AN ACE. 

that uncle Dan had trapped de Jengay into a 
marriage with her, it was as a wasp^s sting to the 
bite of a viper compared to the pang inflicted by the 
doubt that May had been the object of her husband^s 
preference. 

Cattie^s Imagination ran riot on this theme — it 
first evoked phantoms, and then believed in them — 
argned upon them as realities. She was like one 
striving to re-ascend a strong current. She battled 
with memory to bring forth all that had passed 
during de Jengay's first visit to Mayfield. She bent 
every faculty towards one point; and by this con- 
centration of all her powers, she divined, where facts 
to build on failed her. 

What a future she foresaw! With a fatal clair- 
voyance, she traced out the weariness of their two 
lives, both galled by the chain that bound them, 
both sinking .under the bürden of the thousand daily 
petty annoyances of an unwelcome obligatory in- 
timacy; and she wished, what all young, ardent, 
untried spirits wish, in the moments of their first 
despair — Cattie wished to die. 

No wonder that, being in such a frame of mind, 
she nearly drove de Jengay wild. His bright bird, 
his joy and his pride, what had changed her to this 
irritable, susceptible, duU woman? Many and many 
a time did a thought iutrude on him — a thought 
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sedulously banished — one too terrible for the still 
loving hosband to contemplate. The dread pursued 
him, growing stronger every day. Was there any 
old taint lingering in her young blood? Her condact 
really looked like incipient insanity. Pursued by 
this fear, his behaviour to her was marked by a 
tender forbearance that had its effect eveu on Madame 
d'Aiguillon. 

Once, when Cattie had beeu more than usually 
perverse, that lady, to de JeuQay's horror, had tapped 
her own forehead significantly. 

One moming a violent storm, a common occurrence 
in that region, was foUowed by a brilliant aftemoon. 
The sun's rays gleamed with renewed splendour over 
the refreshed earth. Every blade of grass sparkled 
like gems; the woods were füll of the murmurings 
of the still tremulous trees; the odour of the pine 
forests scented the air; while over the sky floated 
fleecy clouds of iris hues. 

De Jen^ay Coming by chance into the room where 
Cattie was sitting alone, Struck by the dejection of 
her whole appearance, asked if she would walk to 
the old Castle to see the sun set She rose without 
speaking, and went into the bed-room. "I'U do it 
to-day," she said, speaking aloud to herseif. Doubt- 
ing whether her silence implied consent or not^ de 
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Jen^ay waited ten minutes. She came in just ae he 
had given her up. 

The Count did more than enjoy fine sceneiy, 
he was an ardent devotee of Natore, and she in 
retnm had tanght him an indulgent philosophj for 
all the inconsistencies of the moral world. ^^ Donner 
et pardonner ^' was the legend round his crest; 
^^ Donner et pardonner'' had been the mle of his 
life. His conduct to his mother was one example*, 
harsh, exacting, unjust as she had been to him, he 
had given and pardoned. Bat there were limits to 
his forbearance. Gentle and afPectionate to ihose 
he loved and esteemed, he was an uncompromising 
foe to the mean or the false; something given to 
melancholy, to inertness, there was a hidden fire in 
his temperament which kindled might easily drive 
him to extremes. 

Jnst now his sonl, so to say, saturated with the 
benignitj of the moment, inhaling through everj 
sense the loveliness of earth and sky, his heart 
yeamed towards his companion with tenderness and 
forgiveness. Feeling thns, he involnntarily pressed 
the arm leaning on his more closely to his side. 
Cattie feit his rapid heart-beats. Probably the in- 
fluence of the scene and the honr had an effect also 
on her. She did not resist the pressure of her arm, 
and husband and wife mounted the steep path with 






PAS CONVBNABLE. 199 

that onity of movement typical of a anity of feel- 
ing. 

I fancy we are all partial to Idylls and pastorals. 
The most mgged among ns have a weakness for 
love stories. Who that ever read Hermann and 
Dorothea but has a sly preference for it over Goethe's 
grander works. There is balm of Gilead in the 
sight of natural affections to all onlookers. The 
greatest artistic beauty is never satisfactory if it 
offend our moral feeling. Our immortal souls pro- 
test against the disunion of the beautiful and the 
good. 

As husband and wife slowly ascended the hill, 
every eye that looked on them softened. They 
lingered about the ruins of the Alte Schloss nntil, 
little by little, the distant forest dwindled into a 
long wavy line of black; they lingered until even 
the objects near had lost all distinctness of outline, 
until they had become like some fantastic vision. 
They had spoken but few words, and those mere 
observations as to the landscape, and the robber 
knights, represented in modern days by the pro- 
prietors of the gambling tables. 

Cattie assented to all her husband said. She 
was too busy with her thoughts to listen or to con- 
verse. Leaniug on the Jen^ay^s arm, she was sum- 
moning resolution to teil him everything, to have 
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done with disguise, with concealment. She was 
intimately convinced that whatever he answered it 
woold be the tmth. Whether or not he had married 
her througb some trickery of uncle Dan^s was now 
become of secondaiy consideration. Wbat sbe wanted 
to know, wbat sbe would know, was, bad be pre- 
ferred May? was May tbe one be would bave pro- 
posed to marry bad tbere been no interference? Sbe 
never took into consideration wbat sbe wonld do if 
be acknowledged tbat be bad once preferred May. 
And yet Cattie believed tbat sbe did not love ber 
busband, tbat it was not jealousy wbicb was urging 
ber on. 

Tielding to ber passionate impulse sbe said, in a 
loud voice,' — 

"Teil me tbe trutb, bere under tbe true open 
sky: did you, or did you not, prefer May to me?" 

For an instant de Jen^ay besitated from pure 
astonisbment. 

"Wbat a question to put now," be said. 

"Teil me tbe trutb." 

"I cannot imagine wbat nonsense bas got into 
your foolisb little bead, or wbat end tbis cross- 
examining can bave, but you sball bave an honest 
answer. I did admire Miss May extremely; eveiy- 
one wbo knows ber must do so. You are not so 
regularly beautiful, but you are more graceful. After- 
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wards I feit all the charm you possess over every 
other woman I ever met." 

"And you married me from no other motive 
than admiration?*' 

"Good heavens! what a child it is!" he ex- 
claimed. 

For a passing moment she tried to keep down 
her rising passion, but the next all the Irritation 
and suspicion of the bygone weeks burst their bonds. 
Shaking from head to foot, her words feil from her 
in Short, broken, panting sentences. 

"I thonght you scomed lying. You w&re in 
love with May. I believe you are now. She is so 
pure; her innocent soul looks from her eyes. Uncle 
Dan would not let you have his darling — everyone's 
darling; but I — I was good enough for the French- 
man. The old man told you I loved you, don't deny 
it; and you — ha, ha, ha! — you feil into the trap! 
I did not love you; I married for a home, to be 
rieh. I never did — I never shall love you." 

It was fortunate that the waning light did not 
allow of his seeing the face so dear to him convulsed 
by uncontroUable passion. Had he seen the lovely 
eyes lose their colour, as blue eyes do in anger, the 
delicate nostrils inflate, the rosy lips grow livid; in 
short, had he seen all the outward signs of the üerce 
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emotions tearing that soft bosom, they could never 
have been forgotten. 

An infuriated woman! is there a sight more 
distasteful to a man! The dignity, the gentleness, 
the modesty, all that which acts as a restraint npon 
his rongher nature, and makes him offer a willing 
homage, thrown aside. Once, in such a case, is for 
ever. Forgiven, may be — forgotten, never. 

Lucky was it for poor Cattie that the friendly 
shades of night hid her distorted face — ^her voice 
only betraying an overwhelming agitatiou. As she 
spoke those last words, "I never did, never shall 
love you," she flung herseif headlong on the ground. 

In silence de Jen^ay sat down on one of the 
many benches close at band. Few of us find ready 
Speech when we receive a great shock. It would have 
been impossible for him to say what he feit, for the 
Situation was unique in his life. He was not think- 
ing what to say or do — he was like a man who, 
fallen from some great height, tries and tries in 
vain to discover some landmark to guide him. 

A furtive step forced him to take a decision. 
He looked round for Cattie, and could just dis- 
tinguish that she was lying where she had thrown 
herseif. He went to her, and without a word raided 
her placing her arm within his. Her passion had 
passed away, and left her so weak that she was 
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forced to cling to^ her husband^s arm to steady her- 
seif. Not a syllable passed the Ups of either in 
that homeward walk. 

They had scarcely entered the vestibule of the 
hotel before they heard their names pronounced by 
a cheery voice. 

"So here yon are at last," exclaimed the Duke 
following them up the stairs. "You have no time to 
lose — I have secured a box — ^Crüpmo e Comare^ 
with Patti — allons — allons, Madame, just half an 
hour to make yourself beautiful." They were now 
in the lighted salon, and the Duke, catching sight 
of Cattie's face, exclaimed, "What a face of the 
other World!" 

"I took her too long a walk," said de Jen^ay. 

"Monster! but charming lady, you are not a baby 
without a will of your own. Why did you submit? 
A delightful opera forfeited for a damp walk in the 
dark— Pah!" 

The Duke had exerted himself to get the box, 
and was disappointed as people are, when their wish 
to give pleasure fails. 

"I do not mean to give up the opera — in a 
quarter of an hour I shall be ready — ^will you wait 
for me?" 

"I am your slave." 

When the Countess had left them aloiÄ^ ^\ä 
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Duke, after drumming on a table for a minute or so, 
Said soothingly to de Jen^ay, "It will be nothing 
my friend. This morning^s storm has set all the 
women's nerves wrong-7-not one of them in good 
bumour. I treat sucb disturbances as I used to do 
disagreeable paragrapbs in tbe poor Ducbess's letters 
— never take notice of tbem." 

De JenQay gave an immediate practical illustra- 
tion of tbe advice by making no answer to the 
Dükers Observation. He tumed tbe conversation on 
tbe various rumours afloat as to war. 

Witbin tbe time sbe bad said, Cattie retnmed, 

cbarmingly dressed and looking more brilliant tban 

nsual, from tbe feverisb colour produced by agi- 

tation. 

"Are you not Coming witb us?" asked tbeDnke 

of de Jen^ay. 

"I must cbange my coat — I will join you later." 

"Remember tbat tbe number of our box is 10;" 
and so saying, tbe Duke gave bis arm to tbe Countess 
and led ber away. Sbe went witbout even a look to 
ber busband. 

During tbeir drive to tbe tbeatre "l'bomme 
leger," said "Confess yourself, dear lady; you bave 
been naugbty." 

"Wby do you not suspect your godson of being 
tbe one in fault" 
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The Duke gave a little significant shrag, and 
answered with an amiable brusquerie "You are a 
lovely, bewitching, dazzling creature — be good also, 
dear lady, that will complete the charm — goodness 
places an unfading aureole round a woman^s head." 

The Countess listened, astonished. Hitherto, she 
had believed him to be a man who looked for nothing, 
cared for nothing in women but their beauty and 
coquetry. 

"That is it," he went on — "a pretty graceful 
woman and good. My faith, it's a perfection one 
rarely meets." As he said this, they reached the 
theatre. 

Enthusiastic as she was about music and easily 
carried away by the excitement of the moment, 
Cattie in spite of the fascinations of Patti's singing 
and dancing remained absorbed in her own uncom- 
fortable thoughts. What would be the consequence 
of her outbreak? For the first time in her life, she 
feit her will was mastered. Was it fear; or was it 
remorse, that was the cause of the duU heavy pain 
she was feeling? 

On his side, de JeuQay was endeavouring to bring 
light out of the darkness which had so suddenly fallen 
upon him. He was really puzzled. Why, after 
months of marriage, reproach him with a previous 
passing admiration for another? Accustomed to the 



206 WITIIIN AN ACE. 

mode in which marriages are arranged in his conntiy, 
de Jen^ay could not understand Cattie's Horror of 
uncle Dan^s interference, even had it been more 
decided than it had. De Jen^ay was perfectly under 
the impression that he owed to accident alone having 
overheard uncle Dan's conversation with aunt PoUy. 
He could see no excuse for her wanton declaration 
of want of affection for himself. 

De Jen^ay paced the room in a vain endeavour 
to come to some conclusion as to what should be his 
future course of conduct with his wife. The matter 
could not rest as it was, and yet he loved her so 
tenderly, that he dreaded what a further explanation 
might bring forth. Were all his best and most 
legitimate hopes to be dashed to the ground? Were 
the domestic joys, the happy home, to which he had 
looked forward, to tum out mere illusions, vanishing 
as he put out his band to grasp them? Was duty — 
arid duty — ^unsoftened by affection and sympathy, to 
be his lot in the future as in the past? Was his 
honest love to become his punishment? 

Immersed in such thoughts, de JeuQay forgot 
that time was fleeting, and that he had agreed to join 
the Countess at the theatre. She, on the contrary, 
was noting each passing minute. When it came to 
the last scene, and still no appearance of her husband. 
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ler heart grew very füll. Was it witb grief or anger? 
Jo doubt, with both. 

Tbe Duke pretended not to perceive her emotion. 
Vbat with bis binocle and tbe applause be bestowed 
n tbe "diva," he managed to leave bis companion 
retty mucb undisturbed, and wben men came to tbe 
ox to bow and pay compliments, be talked so mucb 
lat tbe only bürden of dissimulation laid on tbe 
!ountess was to smile, wbich women, firom tbe 
eginning of tbe world, bave managed to do, even 
rben their bearts were breaking. 

Tbe Duke took Cattie bome. Sbe bad been 
)ucbed by bis conduct all tbrougb tbe evening; in 
er present discomfort sbe clung to bim as a sort of 
afuge. It was tbis feeling made her say as b'e bid 
er good night, "Come early to-morrow.'* 

"Ab! these women, these women!" apostrophised 
le Duke. "Never bappy but wben tbey make 
lemselves and every one about them unbappy." 

De Jen^ay beard bis wife's ligbt step on tbe 
;air, and opened tbe salon door. 

Cattie did not allow to berself that sbe was afraid 
) meet her busband. Sbe cbose to tbink sbe was 
)0 angry to venture on speaking to bim that night. 

"I am very tired, and my bead aches fearfuUy. 

am going to bed directly. Good night." And 

itbout waiting bis answer, sbe passed into tbe ad- 
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joining room. How her heart beat, how her hands 
trembled, just as though she had escaped some great 
danger. 

She was up the next morning before de JenQay 
was awake, and before he was dressed she was already 
closeted with Madame d'Aiguillon. 

Pride prevented Cattie from telling that lady the 
real cause of the yesterday's scene. She could not, 
and would not, have it supposed that de Jen^ay had 
been trapped into marrying. She owned to having 
had a dreadful quarrel with her husband, and that 
she had said what she had much better have left 
unsaid. 

"I am very unhappy. Marriage is an awful 
business. If girls only knew, they wouldn't be in 
such a hurry to get married." 

"But what led to the quarrel? Is he jealous?" 

"Jealous!" repeated Cattie; "how could he be, 
unless of the dear old Duke? But men and women 
can quarrel for other reasons. If I only knew what 
I had better do. I want to be advised." 

"I have no silly curiosity," said Madame 
d'Aiguillon; "but without knowing something of the 
cause of the quarrel, how can I counsel you?" 

"One thing I said was that I never had loved 
him, and never would." 

"Aft you quite sure of your indi£ference?" said 
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Madame d^Aiguillon, repressing a smile. She had 
had so manj experiences of such affairs. 

"Quite sure," replied Cattie. "I believe it is 
worse than indifference." 

"Have you never heard of love in hate?" 

"No, and I don't believe in any such piebald 
feelings. 

Madame d'Aiguillon said, — "Well, all I can do 
is to teil you how I would act myself. Don't retum 
to the subject of your quarrel, whatever that may 
be; you will only make the matter worse. One word 
leads to another, and on such occasions the more 
words the less chance of peace. Ward oS any dis- 
eussion to-day, and to-morrow he will find it more 
difficult to recur to the subject of your dispute. Gain 
4[me. Keep bim at bay foif a week, and you are safe. 
Men, my dear lady, have not our persistency. Let 
US go to the Murgthal to-day; we'U manage some 
other excursion for to-morrow. The Duke likes 
nothing better than pleasure-parties; hell help you 
unconsciously. You are too youn^ to be known to 
be at open variance with youiyhusband. At your age 
there is only one motive assigned when monsieur 
goes one way, and madame the other. You will 
bring all bis family down upon you. One thing 
more — do not mortify your husband publicly. As 
for the rest nobody will trouble their heads.^' 

Within QH Act, 14^ 
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Cattie was thankfal for the hope of a respite. 

"Come back with me to breakfast, and settle 
about the Murgthal. He will not say anything dis- 
agreeable before you." 

Madame d'Aiguillon langhed and said: — 

"Oh, you little coward! you have much yet to 
learn. I will follow you as soon as I have changed 
my dress." 

"I will wait for you," said Cattie. 

Madame d^Aiguillon put her hands on the 
Countess^s Shoulders, and looking into her eyes, 
exclaimed: — 

"Ch^re petite! what awful crime have you com- 
mitted, to be so frightened to meet your husband?^' 

"I do not say I did right; .but I will never own 
to him that I was wrong." • 

The moment de Jen^ay saw Madame d^Aiguillon 
he understood Cattie's tactics. He would have been 
pained to believe that she had confided, even to an 
old friend, what had passed at the Alte Schloss, but 
that she should have told Madame d'Aiguillon, — a 
woman whom she wasi aware he disliked, — that she 
should have discussed such a matter with an utter 
stranger, was as gall and wormwood to him. 

Night's silent wings had brought him gentle 
feelings, and he had done what all generous, large 
natures do : sought to excuse the beloved offender, by 
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doubting whether he might not be to blame; perbaps 

be could not judge of tbe finer susceptibilities of a 
young, proud woman; tbere were inherent difPerences 
between tbe feelings of men and women. He even 
found, in recalling Cattie^s passionate words, reason 
to doubt tbat be ougbt to consider tbem an offence. 
Tbey allowed of an interpreti^tion tbat bad a rigbt to 
indulgence, at least from bim. Sappose tbey bad 
tbeir source from some little feminine jealoüsy, — 
could be resent tbat? 

He was very far, indeed, from resentment wben 
Cattie came in, accompanied by Madame d^Aigoillon. 
Tbat sigbt put to fligbt bis wisb for reconciliation. 
Tbi9 obstinate placing of an obstacle between tbem 
bardened and irritated^m. 

Before tbe uncomfortable breakfast was over tbe 

Duke appeared in more tban bis usual spirits. He 

bad bad bis private cogitations ere be slept, and bis 

brigbt face was tbe outward effect of inner bene- 

volence. Wbile bis valet sbaved bim, tbe Duke bad 

resolved to carry off de Jen^ay and Cattie to bis 

cbäteau. '*I sball take tbem to my sister: sbe 

sball put tbem in tbe rigbt read. I am fond of tbat 

little Anglaise, witb ber proud ways. No; sbe 

would not sbed a tear, nor beg pardon, tbougb ber 

beart was ready to break. How certain sbe was tbat 

sbe was deceiving me; and all tbe time sbe was 

14» 
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dying to cry and beg me to help her. I like proud 
girls" 

The Duke readily agreed to make one of the 
party to the Murgthal. He was sure this person 
and the other would gladly join them. "N05 no 
family party." 

The Duke chose his opportunity dnring the day 
to propose to Cattie that she and de Jen9ay should 
accompany him on his annual visit to his chäteau. 

"Plenty of riding for you, dear lady. You shall 
see a boar hunt. We'll manage to amuse you. Marie 
Th^r^se" (his daughter) "shall come with her 
marmaille^' — the term -he gave his grandchildren. 
"You will like her: frank as the day, giving always 
more than she receives, loved wherever she goes: 
good wife, good mother, and an adorable daughter." 

There was a glistening in the Duke's eyes that 
was very like tears. Cattie put her arm within his, 
saying: — 

"I should be so glad to know Madame de Loisy. 
Persuade M. de Jen^ay to accept your invitation," 
she added. "You are really good." 

"It is you who are good to overlook my imper- 
fections, dear lady." 

That evening de Jen9ay said to his wife: — 

"The Duke teils me you would like to spend a 
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oiiple of weeks at bis chäteau, and I have accepted 
he invitation in your name and mine." 

"Thank you;" and she was about to leave the 
oom, when he said: — 

*'One instant more." 

She stopped with her hand on the handle of the 
oor. 

"Do not be afraid, Cattie, of my resuming our 

ainfol conversation of yesterday, nnless by your 

wn desire. You, and you alone, can remedy the 

vil you have caused. Be assured of one thing, 

iiat whatever pain or grief I endure, it shall not 

reigh heavily on you. Though I would, I cannot 

ike upon me all the suffering; justice foUows alike 

n the ill we inflict, as on that to which we sub- 

lit." 

Cattie made no answer. 



^\ 
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CHAPTER XL 

"Tra Lira—TanU-Lira-Lir»." 

A LONG, straight, poplar avenue leads to the 
Duke's chä,tean, a great white-faced bnilding witbont 
any architectural pretensions save that of magnitude. 
The de Jen^ays were met by tbe Duke,, looking 
larger and brighter tban ever, bis two grandchildren 
by bis side. He welcomed tbem witb bis nsual 

beartiness. Madame de R received tbem witb 

tbat mixture of graceful reserve wbicb, more or less, 
distinguisbes persons accustomed to tbe atmospbere 
of Courts. 

Madame de R was quite an old lady — up- 

rigbt and active in body and mind; taking so lively 
an interest in all tbe topics and events of the day 
tbat you would never bave guessed ber to be up- 
wards of eigbty. I was easier to believe tbat sbe 
bad been bandsome, for even now ber eyes ofiten 
ligbted up witb tbe sparkle of youtb. Sbe was a 
devoted adberent of tbe eider brancb of Bourbons, 
and as devoted to ber Cburcb. All tbrough life ber 
condüct bad been a faitbfuL transcript of these two 
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faitlis. The Duke, whose saint she was, had said to 
her, "You must break in that little Comtesse de 
Jen^ay. She has excellent points, but she wants 
taming. First she bewitched Armand, and now she 
treats him like a negro." 

Cattie was charmiDg with Madame de R . 

We are, all of us, different creatures with different 
people; our very physique changes according to our 
surro Undings. We expand mentally, morally, phy- 
sically, in one atmosphere, and we close and shrink 
and fade in another. Nervous, sensitive people show 
this distinctly; but even the most phlegmatic do not 
escape the effects of repulsion or attraction. 

The other guests staying in the chäteau were 
M. de Loisy and his wife (the Duke's only daughter), 
an Knglishman, a neighbour of M. de Loisy 's in 
the south, whom the Duke introduced to Cattie as 
the "Capitaine Shackoulan," which meant Captain 
Jack Howland. 

Madame Caroline de Loisy resembled her father: 
she had the same straightforward , firm expression 
of face; dark and high-coloured, of an unmistakeable 
southern type — one of those women with little talent, 
but a streng will and immense bodily activity. What 
she undertook she accomplished : devoted to her 
family, and without any worldly ambitions or vanity. 

Her husband loved his wife and his little 
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daughters; bat to be perfectlj happy be must bave 
bis pipe, Sbackoulan^s societj, and potter about bis 
property, leaming all tbe gossip be could of great 
and small. Noble tbougb be was, be bad tbe tastes 
of one of bis farmers, just as bad George III. It 
would bave been a marvel, tbougbt Cattie, tbat 
Madame Caroline could put up witb sucb a man; 
but to like bim as sbe seemed to do, was saying 
little for tbe delicacy of ber taste. 

As for Mr. Howland, an ex-captain of Dragoons, 
yon migbt disapprove or laugb at bim; do, in sbort, 
auTtbing but dislike bim. He was a burly, sbort- 
necked man, witb grislj bair, prominent eyes, a large 
erooked nose, and a button-bole moutb tbat tomed 
in tbe opposite direction to tbe end of bis nose. Yet 
witb all tbese disadvantages, be was not piain: be 
bad tbe vü eomtca to a Superlative degree: bis most 
commonplace remark gave you an inclination to 
smile. He spoke Frencb and Italian as well as he 
did Englisb ; be was a capital sbot, tbat M. de Loisy 
voucbed for; and as mucb at bome in a yacbt as in 
a barrack. 

"Obliged to live abroad for my wife's bealtb," 
be explained to Cattie. ^^Sbe^s been in bad bealth 
tbese twenty-one years, — long time, isn't it? You 
would not say sbe was an invalid to look at ber. 
All ber sisters are invalids, too. Bloss you, sbe 
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can't winter in England; so there we have been with 
india-mbber beds and sheets and pillows, and the 
Lord knows how manj cnsbions and bottles all 
over Italy and Egypt and Algiers; and now, here 
we are, in the very southernmost comer of France, 
not so young as we were." (Here bis eyebrows 
went up.) "And so we settle a little more, and we 
like orange trees and roses and myrtles. Very sad 
case." 

Cattie did her best not to langb. 

One of Captain Howland^s most agreeable quali- 
ties was tbat he neyer asked questions, bat was 
satisfied to commnnicate. A high Tory of the old 
school — ^perhaps tbat was one of bis attractions for 
M. de Loisy: "Chartists, Radicals, reformers, Inno- 
vators — try 'em and hang 'em." So said he. 

"I'U teil you what I did," he continued, sotto 
voce, *to Cattie, on the very first evening. "Our 
Vicar, you see, had a fancy for vestments — pnrple, 
and green, and pink. I got wind of it. I have a 
certain number of acres in bis parish — d'ye see? I 
connt for somebody there. Well, I just stuck my- 
self at the vestry-door, and says I, 'You shan^t make 
a merry- Andrew of yourself while Jack Howland's 
in the country.' 'You can't prevent me,' says he. 
'Well,' says I, 'I will just try — the strengest gains 
the day — come on." All the people, the ladißÄ *& 
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fine as tulips, in their seats. ^Come on>' says I. 
^ This is the house of peace/ says he. And he went 
into the reading-desk, I promise 70U, like a lily of 
the field, that does not know how to spin. Ton my 
honour, he did." 

Naturally, the conversation among these old- 
idead folks turned on Italy. Here again Jack How- 
land was in harmony with M. de Loisy, though the 
ground for their being so was diflFerent. 

"What a mistake that unity," ejaculates the 
Captain, with an air of disgust "Fiorence quite 
spoiled! When the Grand Duke was there, why we 
got geese at half-a-paul a pound — just twopence — 
upon my honour. Now it is as dear as Paris." 

The Duke and the Captain were indefatigable 
projectors of amusement Both in strong health, and 
with high animal spirits, they required continuai ex- 
citement and motion. Each day was marked by 
some festivity. Though the Chateau kept aloof from 
the great Government officials of the town, there 
were severaL families in the neighbourhood with 
whom they were on visiting terms. When the Duke 
and the de Loisys were in the country, it was the 
Signal for a succession of dinner, hunting, and riding 
parties. Madame de Loisy, like her father, enjoyed 
Society. She was, besides, a first-rate horsewoman, 
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passionatelj fond of hunting, and accustomed from 
childhood to foUow the dogs. 

At first, Cattie only joined the riding and boat- 
ing parties; but one evening de Jen^ay heard her 
say she should make one of the hunt on the next 
day. He went to her aide, and said, — 

"I beg you will not^ attempt it. It is rough 
work enough*, and requires long habit to steer one- 
self safely through the woods." 

"Of course, I am not such a centaur as Madame 
de Loisy, but I do not ride so badly as you sup- 
pose." 

"You ride perfectly; but you have not the in- 
stinct of the woods as she has, who has been brought 
up among them." 

"The sooner I begin to leam the better." 

"But you know nothing of a boar-hunt — there is 
considerable danger for the inexperienced. I do beg 
of you to give up going." 

"I am not the least afraid." 

"Of course not," said Jack Howland, coming 
up. Adding, in English, "I like your spirit — don't 
be beaten by a Frenchwoman. You can leap?" 

"Anything," was the ready answer. 

"Then you'U do. Slack your bridle, forward — 
back — and over you go — lighter weight than Madame 
Caroline." 
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Cattie escaped from de Jen^aj, who saw tbat 
farther remonstrance would be vain. 

The hunt was a magnificent affair. All the 
neighboors were assembled, and eveiy one, from tbe 
lowest to the highest, en grande tenue. Loud fan- 
fares excited men, horses, and dogs. 

When Cattie appeared in her close-fitting habit, 
showing the beauty of her slight fignre, her long 
black feather sweeping low among her fair cnrls, 
with sparkling eyes and smiling lips, that general 
mnrmur, ever well understood by women, greeted 
her arrival. 

^^ril take care of you/' said Captain Jack, in 
English, as he looked to her girths and reins. He 
would have lifted her into the saddle, but de Jen^ay 
Said: — 

"Thank you, I always monnt my wife." 

The Captain put his band on one side of bis 
mouth, whispering to de Loisy, — ^'Jealous of old 
Jack: look at her," (nodding towards Cattie,) "isn't 
she a sight? See how her nostrils quiver like those 
of a thoroughbred, and what a colour in her cheeks, 
— she frightened! she'U go over a house if it comes 
in her way, or my name is not Jack Howland." 

It was very pleasant as long as they were in the 
open ground, but Cattie^s heart beat a little faster 
when it came to galloping through the woods. "Mind 
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yonr head,'^ wamed honest Jack, as he kept in ad- 
vance. On thej tore. "Ditch!" shouted Jack. 

De Jen^aj, who was by Cattie's side, said: 
"Don't attempt it for God's sake!" 

She looked at him with a colourless face, and 
said sharply: "Do you think I care for my life?" 

He made a snatch at her rein, she used her whip 
cmelly, and the spirited animal she was on sprang 
forward. 

"By Gad, — she's done itl" shouted Jack, draw- 
ing up himself, — "ohi by the lord Harry, I thought 
she was done for;^^ and he took off his cap, and 
wiped the moisture from his brow. 

Side by side, de Jen^ay and Cattie had taken 
the tremendous leap. "No luck for you to-day," she 
said, waving her whip triumphantly. 

More fanfares, more horns, and baying, but 
neither husband nor wife were caring for the sport. 
The blood was boiling in Cattie's veins, — almost 
maddened by terror and passion, she urged her 
horse recklessly on. 

They were nearing a wide stream, known ta all 
the sportsmen of the country for the softness and 
steepness of its banks. De Jen9ay seized his wife's 
rein, she Struck his wrist with her whip — he held 
firm. "You shall not do it," he said with closed 
teeth. There was a moment of passionate, mute 
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straggle — both horses reared; de Jen^aj let himself 
fall off, but never lost hold of her bridle, striving to 
force back her horse from the water. Once more 
ehe Struck at his band — this time he uttered some 
exclamation of pain. He saw her suddenly turn 
pale, her eyes closed for a second, then she said, — 
*'Let go my bridle, I am going home." 

The Captain coming in sight, de Jen^ay shouted 
to him, — "Will you take care of the Countess?" 

"With the greatest of pleasures, — but where's 
your horse, Monsieur le Comte?" 

"Taken leave of me, while I was assisting my 
wife; I must try and find him." De Jen^ay hurried 
away. 

"No hurt, I hope?'* said Jack, remarking 
Cattie^s pallor, and that she was trembling in her 
saddle. 

"None, thank you. M. de Jen^ay would not let 
me leap the water." 

"I should think not, unless he wanted to get 
rid of you. Bless you! there's a story about some 
mad-brained countess who tried it and broke her 
back, and worried her husband all the rest of her 
life." 

Long before they reached the Chäteau, Cattie 
was scarcely able to sit her horse. She had to be 
assisted up to her room, and no sooner did she get 
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off her habit than she threw berself on a sofa, and 
in three minutes was fast asleep, — wom out by the 
excitement of her feelings. It was thus de Jen^ay 
found her when he retumed an hour after. He stood 
contemplating her some five minutes — so slight, so 
fragile, so resolute, so passionate; with what force 
those small fingers had Struck him bis swollen, in- 
flamed wrist showed. 

He forgave the blow as he would have done one 
given by an angry child. He had made up bis 
mind to bear internal discomfort, to renounce hope 
of domestic happiness, but he must now speak clearly 
and firmly. He would not submk to public dis- 
respect. He had sought her now to say this in piain 
terms — to speak in the tone of a master. He had 
expected to find her defiant; the sight of her sleep- 
ing calmly took him by surprise, and, to be quite 
truthful, the graceful form, the sweet face, acted on 
him as peacemakers. 

His gaze made her eyelids first tremble, then 
open — she reddened violently. 

The discourse he had meant to address to her, 
like many other prepared discourses, went out of his 
mind. "Will you let it be forget and forgive?" he 
Said, and held out his unwounded band to her. 
" You have been very naughty to-day — very naughty 
for a long time." He had better have stopped there, 
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her band was inclining to bis; but be went on, — "I 
believe you bave beea suflFering from a mistake — a 
complete mistake; it is tbat belief wbicb bas made 
me so patient" 

"Tbank you for your good intentions, but I re- 
ally am not aware of labouring under any mistake." 

"Have you, tben, forgotten tbe scene in tbe old 
Castle? of wbat you accused me?" 

"Ob! of being in love witb May — good Utile 
dawdling May, sbe would bave suited you exactly. 
It is you wbo made tbe mistake." 

Sbe spoke in a quiet dry voice, but her eyes 
gleamed and ber bosom beaved tumultuously. 

"Nonsensical stuflF!" be said, angrily. "You 
are playing away your own bappiness, alienating 
my love." 

Sbe put up ber lip as be spoke, saying, — 

"I never tbougbt men gave curtain lectures." 

He rose and paced tbe room to recover bis self- 
control. Standing before ber, be said stemly, — 

"I begin to tbink you bave neitber beart nor 
bead, for your conduct sbows as mucb want of feel- 
ing as of reason. You reject tbe only excuse wbicb 
could make it pardonable. You bad some motive 
for marrying me; if not for love, tben it was for 
money. Supposing tbat you bave wbat you bar- 
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gained for, in common justice 70U should give some 
equivalent" 

"Love cannot be bought" 

"Certainly not, but having taken my name, 70U 
are bound to respect it; and, I warn you, I will not 
have it made a target for ridicule." 

"I suppose you mean to insult me." 

^^Not at all. I mean to make you understand 
that I insist on your behaving so that tbe world may 
remain ignorant of our miserable interior. I have 
never been used to tenderness," — bis voice wavered 
a little, — "but I am accustomed to be respected." 

Cattie fougbt witb her good angel and banished 
bim. Can it be believed tbat all tbis time ehe was 
longing to tbrow herseif into her husband's arms, to 
ask bis pardon, to caress bis wounded wrist, and teil 
him that ehe loved him? Instead of which she said 
haughtily, — 

"I will not be treated as a slave. Let us 
separate/^ 

The World of passion is Ml of these contradic- 
tions. If there is a fatality which we cannot escape, 
it is that of our own character. 

He hesitated, and had he been closer to bis wife, 
he might have heard her heart-beats. She was terri- 
fied at her own Suggestion. 

"Not yet, at all events; not after six months of 

WitMn an Act, ^ 
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marriage. I must haye some consideration for my 
family. I should imagine you wonld find it diüficult 
to allege any complaints against me." 

"Have the goodness to lay down yonr rules for 
my behaviour to you," she said. 

"First, no renewal of the violence of to-day. I 
exact deference to my wishes, suavity of manner 
towards me in society. I exact neither in oor tSte- 
^-t^tes. Propriety, the appearance of nnion, will 
make us both respected, and ward off many dangers 
from you." 

"And if I do not play my part as well as you 
desire?" 

"Then it will be time to take my decision." He 
was leaving the room; he tumed back and said, 
with a passion she had not believed him capable of, 
"Look to yonr conduct; you have lost the forgiving 
lover, you have now to do with the ster^ hnsband." 

He was gone. Cattie had maintainM tili now 
her show of composure. The moment she jWM alone 
the tempest burst. She beat her breast, sjhe strack 
her head. Oh, what a pain there was in braEUSt and 
head. If she could only weep! but no, thte tears 
would not come. And through all the storm W her 
passion there was a wailing voice, crying, "Apd we 
might have been so happy!" l 

e satare) 



Her brain was in a whirl; she foresaw the 
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what it must and what it miglit have been. She 
lived years in that little quarter of an hour, but sbe 
could not bring down her proud spirit to retrace 
the false road, to tarn again into the right one. In 
that moment she feit keenly what an immense space 
separated her from Cattie the bride. Looking back, 
one recoUection after another rose like phantoms to 
press the truth on her that she had at that time 
held her husband's heart in her band. How puerile 
the cause appeared for which she had thrown it 
away. In the new ideas crowding upon her, that 
former one vanished; above all rose the dread of 
Isolation, to be alone in lifo. She had been so 
blinded hj her own mortified self-love, that she had 
never considered the consequences of irritating that 
of de Jen^ay. She had only thought of being loved 
herseif; she had forgotten that another might have 
the same exigencies. 

Curiously enough, some of Madame d*Aiguillon's 
confidences mingled with her thoughts. She tumed 
from such a fate with horror. 

But in Cattie's world there is not much time for 
reflection. Her maid came to warn her that there 
was a grand dinner, and only half-an-hour for 
dressing. 

The salon was füll when the Countess went in, 
leaning on her husband^s arm. Every face tumed 
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towards them with a welcoming smile. Elderly 
people regard with the sort of involuntary tendemess 
they feel for little children a young husband and 
wife — they see in them either a representation of 
their own spring, of their own early happiness, or of 
their vanished illusions. They possess another kind 
of interest for the unmamed. To girls, they are 
objects of intense curiosity. 

The late scene with de Jen^ay had subdued 
Cattie^s usual brightness. Ferhaps for the first time 
in her life, she had that languid grace which touches 
the heart beyond any vivacity. 

The dinner was like all dinners. Strangely 
enough, you bring together a set of people, all 
endowed with intelligence, well educated, and you 
get nothing from them but disconnected frivolous 
conversation, the foundation of it local gossip, which, 
after the withdrawal of the servants, is spiced by 
scandal. The only topic that roused Cattie was her 
neighbour on the right beginning to discuss Madame 
d'Aiguillon's last book. 

The Legitimist gentleman was natnrally severe 
on a writer who had adopted all the most advanced 
ideas of Liberalism. He discussed her opinions as 
though they had been so many personal insults. 

"Strong-minded "woman — very," said Jack. 
"She'll talk by the hour, as untired as that clever 
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rebel Thiers himself. She has all the faults of all 
the kings of Europe at her fingers^ ends. Mrs. 
Hatch-'em Patch-'em I call her," parenthesized the 
Captain, in English, to Cattie. "She's an invalid 
too" (this in French). "We met in Algiers. She 
was always poking about for information. I read 
her letters on Algiers afterwards. How she gave it 
to the Archbishop about the little Arab children! 
*The Govemor,' says she, *0Tight to bandle his 
reverence out of the colony.' " 

Here the merry Captain was interrupted by a 
groan of horror from the major part of the guests. 
He had forgotten where he was. 

"A woman who writes, sir," said Cattie's ma- 
jestic neighbour, "a woman who writes loses caste" 
("est d^class^e" was his expression). 

"Madame d'Aiguillon is a very charming lady- 
like person," said Cattie, warmly. "She is a great 
friend of mine." 

Though de Jen^ay disliked Madame d'Aiguillon, 
he was pleased with his wife for defending her. In- 
voluntarily she glanced towards her husband, expect- 
ing to see displeasure in his face. She coloured as 
she turned away firom his admiring look. 

In the course of the evening, Jack Howland 
took an opportunity of resuming the conversation 
about Madame d'Aiguillon. 
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*^She takes a materDal interest in inj son — Jack 
the younger — a great strapping lad of four-and- 
twenty. He hasn't much book-leaming — bom a 
sqnire — ^rides — shoots — no one better. An open- 
hearted, open-handed fellow, the patron of beggars. 
It's always, send him hauf-a-iovereign, It's grand 
to hear how he says it He is going to Paris this 
winter. Madame Hatch-*em Patch-*em says he mnst, 
in Order to leam how to hold himself in a salon. I 
should be gratefal if yon woold let him sometimes 
take a lesson in yours. He's a good boy — no vice 
in him — and somehow, I have a prejudice in favour 
of my own countrywomen." 

Cattie Said, kindly, ^^Indeed I shall be glad to 
see him; and very glad always to see you." 

Jack Said, "Thank you." 

He was looking down at his very smart evening 
boots. He observed to three or fonr different people 
that evening, indicating Cattie, — ^^Charming crea- 
ture! charming creaturel" And to de Jen^ay him- 
self he Said, — "You are the luckiest fellow in the 
World. How she sings, and rides, and steps — ^and 
so gentle!" 
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CHAPTER XII. 

, An old Lady of the Court of Charles X. 

Madame de E watched her with curiosity 

and interest. There is no acconnting for the liking 
that some very imperfect people excite; now the 
Duke and his sister thonght Cattie faulty enough 
but their hearts wanned towards her. 

"She is tmthftil," said the Duke. 

Madame de E smiled. "On the contrary, 

a deceitfal little puss; she loves Armand." 

The Duke opened his big eyes very wide. " She 
treats him like a dog, I know she does," said he. 

"That proves nothing, or rather everything." 

"I wonder why women were made so incompre- 
hensible," ejaculated the Duke. 

"To interest men to guess the riddle," was the 
answer. "Let these two unconfessed lovers alone; 
at present they are two instruments out of tune; 
but they will come to be in unison one of these 
days." 

If Madame de E had come to this conclu- 

sion, it was more than Cattie had done. She com- 
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prehended herseif less every day. Why was ehe 8o 
distraught? why, whatever she was domg„wherever 
she was, so restless and excited? Everything 
brought her suffering; she never read, nor gave 
herseif to music or drawing — it all seemed so hoUow, 
senseless. From her dressing-room Windows there 
was a fine view of the ocean. Of an aftemooii) 
when she went to dress for dinner, she would linger, 
watching the white-crested waves toppling over each 
other, sobbing and dashing themselves into spray on 
the beach; and in pretty contrast files of quiet cattle 
wending their way home over the hard yellow sands. 
She would think of another sea, another shore, and 
sigh, and wonder how it would all end. 

After that boar-hunt she was more ill at esse 
than ever. She did poignantly regret her violence. 
Had not her husband's conduct, &om the day she 
had told him she did not love him, been perfect? 
Not a reproach nor a complaint had passed his lips. 
He had treated her with chivalrous deference alike 
when they were alone or in society. What was it 
that was always urging her even to insult him? 
How would it end? how must it end? 

Everyone was charmed by her vivacity, her 
willingness to be pleased — none dreaming that 
Cattie^s smiles were as much put on for society as 
her pretty dresses. 
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She addicted herseif more and more to Madame 
de E 's Society. 

One day, they were alone together, the eider 
lady in bed, and the younger pretending to work 
at the fashionable daming of net. Madame de 

K had been overfatigued by the dinner, and 

had not risen the next moming, and Cattie had 
asked permission to see her — a permission cheer- 
fuUy accorded. "A trifle overdone in body, my 
dear Comtesse — no wonder at eighty-six — but I am 
quite able to talk, and enjoy your society. There, 
take my favonrite chair in the window, and teil me 
what you think of my view on the sea and its far- 
off horizon." 

*'I am not fond of the sea,'' said Cattie, with a 
shiver, and Coming to the side of the bed. 

"And I love it in all its moods, whether it sobs 
or thunders on the beach, it has a langnage I nnder- 
stand; it reminds me of that great Power, who mleth 
all natnre, and brings good ont of evil. That is a 
belief which has com^orted me all throngh life, com- 
forts me now, and makes me ready to go when I 
shall be called." 

Cattie knew that this hopefol old lady had seen 
many bitter days. She had lost her only son in 
some obscure skirmish in la Vend^e, whither he had 
accompanied the Dnchesse de Berry; her husband 
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had dissipated a large fortune, leaving her dependent 
on her brother; she had witnessed the downfall of 
the Boturbons, for whom she had a passionate loyalty; 
every one of her hopes had been blighted, and yet 
she was cheerful, encouraging, consoUng, enUvening 
all with whom she came in contact 

In every part of the good lady's room were relics 
of the past On either side of the chimney were 
two portraits, one of the son she had lost, and an- 
other of a lady in widow's weeds. "That was my 
Armand,^' she said, "he and his consin, yonr hns- 
band, were both named after the Duke; that other, 
Madame left me as a sonvenir, when she went into 
exile." The female face was a very sweet one. 

"I did not think the Duchesse de Berry had been 
so nice looking; I heard that she squinted/' 

"She was not pretty, but very winning; with a 
grace^lness which is more than beauty.'' 

"Was the Duke fond of her?" 

"Yes; they were a very friendly couple; he 
always showed her marked attention." 

"I suppose that is all that princesses can hope 
for?" 

"Koyalty,.dear lady, may control but does not 
vanquish human feelings. Queens suffer from the 
neglect of their husbands as much as ordinary women 
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do, perhaps more; for their position debars them from 
asking or receiving sympathy." 

"Sympathy is the thing of all others I detest 
To be pitied wonld make me mad/^ said Cattie. 

Madame de R looked up rather astonisbed 

at this vehemence. " You have no experience yet of 
suffering, dear Countess." 

'^More than you imagine, Madame; but teil me 
about the Court: bow do tbey amuse themselves. 
Do tbey ever talk Bonsense as otber people do?" 

"Quito so. I remember our all being more 
preoccupied witb a masked ball, that Madame was 
to give than about tbe expedition to Spain. Tbere 
were to be four quadrilles, French, Austrian, Spanish 
and Italian. I was to be tbe Princess des Ursins in 
black velvet covered witb diamonds, Madame was 
to lend me her tiara. Tbe Duke was to be my 
partner, Philip; but I never wore my dress." 

"Why?" 

"I took scarlet fever, and so I missed the ball, 
and not long after came the Duke de Berri^s assas- 
sination. We had all considered the little Duchess 
merely as a deligbtful child up to that period; then 
she showed the courage latent in her, and her re- 
signation was beautiful." 

"You will think me very hard-hearted," said 
Cattie witb a smile that was not joyous, "but I am 
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not a believer in resignation. When people are 
resigned it is that they don*t much care. I know 
I never should have a scrap if I met with such a 
misfortune; I mean if some one I loved were to 
die." 

"But she did suffer, though she was both courage- 
ous and resigned." 

"Oh! dear Madam; and she married again!" 
"Yes, hearts revive as the year does." 
Cattie shook her head. The old lady laid her 
thin wrinkled hand on Cattie's soft dimpled one. 

"Do you see the contrast? when these rosy tip- 
ped fingers shall become like my claws, you will 
have learned the science of life, of which you are 
only beginning to spell the first words. You have 
some secret pain that you will not teil; it is com- 
mon, you know, to suppose we have a malady, 
which a well-skilled physician assures you is a mere 
fancy." 

For an instant Cattie was inclined to make a 
confession, or rather to pour out her griefs, but she 

shrunk from the effort. Madame de R might 

not believe her — understand her. Besides, when she 
thought of clothing her complaint against l^er hus- 
band in words, it sounded foolish. And theki what 
did entirely close her heart was the dread of Madame 

de E inducing some declaration from de Jefp^y, 

« 
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wliicli beforehand she knew she should not be- 
lieve. 

"So you have decided against making me your 

confessor," said Madame de R , who had been 

studying Cattie's expressive face, and who had per- 
ceived the muscles tighten as they do when we take 
a resolution. "May I venture to explain to you why 
you shut up your trouble in your own bosom?" 

Cattie answered "Yes." 

"Because, though you already doubt you are 
right, you are not prepared to avow you are wrong. 
We may never meet again; my time here must be 
Short; well, ma cherie, my eighty-six years have 
taught me this, that duty must be the rule, and 
affection the sweetener of our lives. There is a re- 
tributive justice in this world — we get what we give 
— if we make suffer, we shall be made to suffer. The 
one who loves most is happiest" 

Cattie sat motionless awhile, then threw her arms 
round the old lady^s neck and kissed her. Eaising 
her head, she asked, — 

"Was Charles X. a good or bad man? or was he 

only silly?" Seeing Madame de E 's surprise, 

she added "Don't let us talk any more of me. Teil 
me, do you believe he plotted against Marie An- 
toinette?" 

A deep flush overspread Madame de E. 's 
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face; her eyes emitted a flame. '*A malicious false- 
hood, that I have often heard before. There never 
was a worthier man, nor a better-intentioned king. 
Those about bim, who were not traitors, were ob- 
stinate, blinded retrogrades. He did not wish to 
sign those ordonnances; he was overpersuaded; be- 
sides, there was a qlause in tbe charte, empowering 
bim to do what he did. My poor conntry! the towns 
at the foot of Vesuvias are not more in danger of 
destruction than you are!" 

"But everybody says France never was so pros- 
perous." 

What unlimited contempt Madame de R — ■ — 's 
face expressed. 

"Prosperous! struggle withini menace without! a 
parvenn ruler — a parvenu court — all tail, no head. 
Prosperous! how can any country prosper, which lifts 
the sword against the Lord's anointed!" 

Madame de R *s passion was sbort lived, she 

Said, — 

^^Excuse an old woman's warmth in the cause of 
the fallen." 

"You almost convert me," answered Cattie. 

"Be convcrted, my dear; night and moming I 
thank God that none of my blood have ever com- 
promised themselves with any of these upstart Govem- 
ments. Armand has, I know, different ideas from 
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those of bis kindred ; he believes that the oppression 
exercised by tbe nobles, hj bis class, ^brougbt about 
all the horrors of our revolution. Nevertheless he 
bas refrained from any act of desertion. I bless 
bim, and he will be blessed for having respected tbe 
sentiments of bis family/* 

The old lady, somewhat fatigued by tbe anima- 
tion of tbe conversation, presently sunk into a ligbt 
slumber. 

Cattie went softly to tbe winde w, thinking bow 
strangely her lot bad been cast, comparing those 
days wben she and her motber bad been Wanderers, 
so füll of anxiety for tbe fatnre — and tbe present, 
wben she found berself tbe cherisbed guest, and 
relation of personages wbo bad played their part in 
one of tbe greatest courts of Europe. How far away 
seemed those young days. Would she like to go 
back, be again tbe Cattie of Mayfield? Thotigbt, 
with its ligbtning rapidity, brought before her Aunt 
Polly, establisbing a comparison between Mrs. John- 
son and Madame de E . Wbat utterly diflferent 

ideas governed tbe lives of tbe two! they were as 
unlike as might be tbe beings of different planets. 
At that instant Cattie recognized wbat a fondamental 
cbange bad been effected in berself, how quickly she 
bad become didused to her former mode of life. It 
was a corious study she bad entered on. Sbe \i<^- 
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called with a faint smile the anxieties and industries 
of the Sinclair girls and herseif; what an important 
afiPair the arranging the winter and summer garments 
had been; how thej had discussed the trimming of 
a bonnet; how vividly she recalled Uncle Dan's 
anger at her having cut his Times into a pattem, the 
source, she believed, of his dislike of her, and per- 
haps the first step towards her marriage. 

She was roused from this comparing of notes by 
a sudden flash of lightning, followed by a clap of 
thunder and a sudden angry roaring of the sea. 

Without any respect for Madame de E *s slumbers, 

Cattie rang the bell. 

"Are the gentlemen come home?" she asked of 
the servant. No; they were not. To the next ques- 
tion the answer was, — "Yes, M. de Jen^ay had ac- 
companied M. de Loisy and le Capitaine in the boat, 
Madame de Loisy and the Duke were riding." 

'^I cannot see any boat," said Cattie to Madame 
de K . 

"They probably landed when they saw the like- 
lihood of a storm." 

"Where?" 

Madame de E , knowing that Cattie was 

Ignorant of the localities, gave some name at random. 

"I don't think you need be alarmed, dear lady." 

"0hl I never fancy evils." And Cattie, to show 
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her indifference, went to the piano, beginning to 
play a waltz of Chopin. In a minute she stopped. 
^'I have forgotten it, I must go and look for the 
mnsic." She ran npstairs to the balcony outside of 
the rooms in the right-hand tnrret There, regard- 
less of rain and wind, and thunder and lightning, 
she stood striving to descry any boat labooring on 
the sea. At last she did catch sight of a black 
speck. Every time it disappeared in the trongh of 
the waves, she nttered a cry, onheard in the wild 
tumult of the elements — a cry that was the utterance 
of remorse; it meant, — "OhI if I had only never 
strack him; if he had forgiren me!*' 

The speck grew larger and larger: she could see 
figores in it. Just then she heard voices below. She 
distingnished first Captain Jack^s loud tones; then 
she heard her husband and M. de Loisy givihg 
Orders. She must not be discovered as she was; it 
would be too absurd. Her late agony was merged 
in a dread of appearing ridiculously sentimental. 
She rushed away to her dressing-room, locking her- 
seif in. 

Madame de R had got up to meet the gen- 

tlemen, who, as she had conjectured, had observed 
in time the threatening weather, and had landed in 
a little bay about a league distant &om the chd.teau. 
They were wet to the skin, but the good lady was 

Within an Ace, ^ 
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too eager a peacemaker to mind de Jen^ay^s drip- 
ping coat 

'^Go to her at once, she is upstairs; ehe has 
been half wild with terror/* Secing him hesitate, 
she added, — "On my word of honour." 

De Jen^ay sought bis wife, but tbe dressing-door 
was closed against bim. 

"I bave come to say we are all safe,^' be called 
out. 

"Very well," was all tbe answer be received. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

No Change for the Better. 

In the last week of November the de Jen<^yB 
went to Paris. The Dükers ch^tean was near only 
to one of the minor railway stations, and the de 
Jen^ays fonnd the conp^ already occupied, and, 
indeed, no place to be had but in a carriage where 
there were a lady and a gentleman already seated, 
an English conple, their nationality yisible at the 
first glance. The wife was lying, covered with 
shawls, fall length on a sofa improvised by means 
of horse-bands and sticks, fitting between the two 
opposite seats. There was no Imagination in her 
case. Her large bright eyes, her singnlar paleness, 
witnessed to the reality of suffering. She seemed 
much abont Cattie's age. 

With that naiVet^ which characterises British 
travellers as to the French not understanding Eng- 
lish, the lady said, — 

^^How tiresome! I hope no one eise will 
come in." 

"You shall not be distnrbed, my darling," re- 
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plied the huBband, "I will pay at once for the extra 
seat.'' And tben he busied bimself with her shawls, 
doing so as a mere outward sign of anxioas love, 
for they needed no arranging. She looked np at 
him smiling, and then toming her face towards bis 
protecting arm, closed her eyes, and was soon again 
asleep. She must have been a pretty creature once, 
when her cheeks were ronnder and less coloorless; 
perhaps, thongh, not more interesting. She slept as 
confidingly as a child, giving the impression ihat 
even in slumber she was aware of the strong tender 
protection sheltering her. 

Cattie fancied she saw in her countrywoman a 
likeness to May, and ftirther fancied this was the 
reason of the interest with which her husband 
glanced towards the invalid. She feit sure that 
when he spoke to the guard he had given the man 
money to induce him not to put any other persons 
into their carriage. De Jen^ay had detected no 
likeness to May, bat his whole heart had gone out 
to greet this picture of pure conjugal union. In 
truth, he envied the husband. 

When they reached Paris, the Count offered to 
assist the Englishman in lif^g the invalid out of 
the carriage. 

'^Thank you,*' was the answer, in a courteous 
tone, and in good French; '^but she is accustomed 
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onlj to me. She says I am a tolerably clever nurse," 
and he smiled quite proudly. 

I think Cattie on her side envied the wife, and 
would have given much to be so tenderly lifted, to 
have her head patted, and to have been spoken to 
by de Jen^ay in that voice, which strove to hide 
its lovingness nnder a semblance of joking. 

This poor Conntess of oors was on the road to 
discover that she had been playing with edged tools. 
Love is a dangerons foe, and a still more dangerons 
playfellow, for once afifronted he rarely retoms: and 
this was an idea and a fear that was beginning to 
take hold of the wife of Armand de Jen^ay. 

. That English coaple recalled to her, by some 

curious association of ideas, Madame de R 's 

words, — "the matter is not to be loved, but to love; 
the one who loves most is the happiesf She was 
stmck to the heart by the change of expression in 
de Jen^ay's face as he tumed towards her, after a 
friendly leave taking of the English husband and 
wife. His eyes, as they met hers, lost the bright 
look of interest and respect with which they had 
rested on the gentle invalid — they appeared, when 
they rested on her, to dim and harden. 

Cattie sat motionless in the carriage that took 
them to the Hotel de Jen^ay, situated in the Fau- 
bonrg St. Germain, in which the Dowager had allotted 
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to her son on bis marriage the suite of apartments 
on tbe first floor. Thej were ezpected, and found 
everything prepared for their arrival, bat tbere 
begim and ended ber welcome. Her busband^s in- 
difference of look and manner wounded ber to tbe 
quick. Sbe submitted patientlj to all Mlle. Fran- 
cine^s exigencies because ber tbongbts were else- 
wbere. 

Montesquien sajs, ** Passion makes us feel bat 
never see clearlj;** and tbis was exactlj Cattie's 
case. Sbe did not, and never bad jet anderstood 
tbe cbaracter of tbe man sbe bad married. His on- 
demonstrativeness was peculiarlj irritating to one 
of ber eager temperament. Sbe never gaessed tbat, 
because be was sensitive, be was sbj of expressing 
wbat be feit; tbat all bis life be bad been forced, 
by want of sympatby in tbose nearest to bim in 
blood, to conceal bis sentiments; tbat be was silent 
to avoid making society bis confidant. How conld 
sbe understand tbis qoiet cbaracter, sbrinking from 
strnggle as from sometbing degrading, wben sbe 
was ready to fling berself against any obstacle at 
tbe risk of being dasbed to atoms? 

Sbe bad worked berself up to a bigb pitch of 
exasperation wben sbe joined de Jen^ay in tbe 
dining-room. He met ber flasbing glances witb a 
steadiness tbat discomposed ber; sbe migbt look bat 
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could not speak while the servants were in tbe 
room. Immediatelj coffee had been served he left 
tbe room, saying, "I have letters to write." 

What a wretched evening she passed! 

At breakfast next morning he mentioned that he 
had heard from his mother, and £rom Yolande, 
speaking in the tone and with the manner he would 
have done to an acquaintance. 

"I suppose I maj invite Mademoiselle de 
Kerouanne to come and staj here with me," said 
Cattie. 

"Certainly." 

"She will be useM to us as a screen," she 
went on. De Jen9ay taking no notice of the in- 
nuendo, said, — 

"Will you write to her, or shall I?" 

"As you please," said Oattie; adding with a 
great effort to speak quietly, "we had better come 
to some understanding.^' 

"I think that has become impossible, my poor 
friend; you prefer to peace and harmony disputes 
and violence, and that is a ground where I will not 
follow you. Whatever you desire within my power 
to accomplish shall be done. I shall always be 
ready to accompany you into the world, for in our 
unfortunate Situation more than usual prudence will 
be requisite." 
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Cattie flnshed, sajing, '^To hear jou one would 
imagine I was not fit to be trusted.** 

"You have thrown away your trustiest shield — 
a joung woman who does not love her husband is 
fair game to be mn down.'' 

^*You are too cruel," and the tears started into 
her eyes, but she kept them firom falling. 

He rose from table, saying, "I do not mean 
to be so. Let us avoid dangerous subjects. That 
we have come to this pass, yoa wül allow was yonr 
doing." He went on with rising heat, "Do you 
suppose I am enjoying perfect felicity? Good Grod! 
and to know that you had it in your power to make 
me perfectly happy!" He hurried out of the room 
to hide bis emotion from her. 

Had he stayed another moment the passionate, 
wrong-headed Cattie would have thrown herseif on 
bis neck, and said, "Forgive me." Those last words 
of bis had demolished the dyke she had so carefully 
constructed round her feelings; but he was gone, 
accepting her award. 

At dinner he told her he had secured her a box 
for altemate weeks at the Opera, and the Italians, 
and he handed her a well-filled pocket-book. She 
did not thank bim; she would have preferred to 
throw the pocket-book into the fire. 

In a few days Yolande arrived, and her good- 
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humonred unconsciousness of anything painful be- 
tween her cousin and bis wife greatly aided in 
keeping up appearai^ces. After tbis, tbe life of tbe 
de Jen^ays was that of tbose of tbeir class, who 
enter into tbe tamult of tbe gay world. Madame 
d'Aiguillon was also in Paris, and sbe and Cattie 
became more and more intimate. Tbere was tbat 
sympatby in tbeir organisations wbicb accounts 
for tbe attraction tbe one exercised over tbe otber. 
Botb bad keen artistic tastes, and tbe eider 
woman bad besides tbat attraction for tbose ignorant 
of life — tbe knowledge of evil. Wbat bistories 
of private life were recounted by tjie one, and 
eagerly listened to by tbe otber! All tbese stories 
of passion luckily led but to ^ one result witb 
Cattie — tbey enligbtened ber as to ber own private 
romance. 

At Madame d^Aiguillon's bouse assembled artists, 
writers, musicians, among tbe most celcbrated of 
Paris. Tbere were few women in tbese rdunions, 
but tbe few were cbosen principally, it would bave 
seemed, for tbeir prettiness. Tbis was anotber 
proof of Madame d'Aiguillon's penetration and ex- 
perience. Sbe knew tbat clever men decidedly 
prefer pretty women to talented ones. Tbey na- 
turally like better to be reverentially listened to, 
tban baving to argue and discuss witb Opponent» 
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wbom it is no hononr to defeat. Madame d'Aigoillon 
was far cleverer as a hostess than a writer. She 
had that tact which brought out the talents of each 
of her gnests; she knew how to saj just enongh to 
bring them to talk of themselves and of their pro- 
ductions, never obtrading her own claims. After 
having set the ball of conversation rolling, she 
would sit silent in her corner until it was necessaiy 
to give another tap with her magic wand. 

Cattie was too intelligent also not to feel her 
own deficiencies in this atmosphere. Besides, the 
pain of her heart had subdued that impetnosity 
which had once made her rather seek than avoid 
rash encounters of wit. She was very populär at 
these soir^es. Artists were glad to study her 
graceful attitudes, musicians enjoyed her voiee, and 
poets involuntarily recited their verses with more 
spirit when they saw her eyes kindle at the lines 
which put into words some mute thoughts of her 
own. 

Among the most ardent of her admirers was 
one who would assuredly never be able to write one 
line of poetry, though the poetical feelings of earlj 
manhood were swelling his heart This was the 
son of "Shackoulan," Jack the younger — a great 
six-foot fellow, whose cheek had never blenched 
before danger by sea or land, but whose healthy 
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oloured cheeks paied wben the Countess sung, or 
^hen, in remembrance of her promise to bis father, 
be spoke kindly to him. Jack was one of those 
len whom women regard as they do a Newfound- 
md dog — they make them fetch and carry, and 
ven occasionally pet them. ^They are pleased to 
bink the great creature, who, if he chose, could 
9nd them to pieces, is ander the control of their 
ittle finger — men who must be contented with 
ffection, for certainly they will never excite a 
«ssion: that sort of excitement is left to bilious- 
3oking, unexpansive enigmas — such, for instance, 

8 de Jen^ay. 

It was Yolande who usually accompanied Cattie 

9 Madame d'Aiguillon's; de Jen^ay and that lady 
rere contending polarities, and never willingly met. 
ler soir^es wearied him, and be probably thought 
bat the grizzled heads which abounded in her salons 
id not need bis surveillance. Young Jack at that 
ime had not appeared on the scene. 

It has been said over and over again that Paris 
3 the place wbere one can best do without happi- 
less. Yes; for those who have lived out their 
lopes, and who only look to having their attention 
liverted from themselves. But Cattie did not find 
be saying verified. Wberever sbe went, whatever 
be was doing, sbe was ever restless, ever longing 
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that the present hour, the present day, Would pass. 
She had a vague imagining that some change must 
happen. 

Yolande*s devotion and admiration of Cattie 
withstood the wear and tear of daily caprice. She 
adopted all Madame Armand^s views and opinions, 
change though they might twenty times a day. 
De Jen^ay present, Cattie was either silent or irri- 
tating, finding some fault in whatever he said or ' 
proposed. The moment he was out of sight, repre- 
senting him to his consin as a tyrant, disobliging 
and egotistical; and Yolande would sigh and agree 
that it was only too true — agreeing, also, the next 
half-hour, that he ought not to stay away hours, 
though considering his disagreeable qualities thej 
ought to have been glad of his absence. The day 
that he chanced to dine out was one which would 
have tired the patience of any but Yolande. Even 
that unknowing innocent giantess came at last to 
consider it stränge that Cattie should hold so to 
having this disagreeable husband of hers always at 
band. Yolande very nearly blundered on the idea 
that the charming Countess could neither be happy 
with or without her husband. 

Another Symptom of Cattie^s malady was her 
continual questioning of Yolande as to de Jen^ay's 
bachelor days. In vain, however, she sought to 



NO GHANGE FOR THE BETTER. 253 

obtain evidence against him, bat Yolande could un- 
fortunately allege that he bad undoubtedly, wben 
he was very young, bad an attacbment to a bonr- 
geoise, to bis mamage witb whom bis motber would 
not consent. 

"And wbat became of tbe beloved object?" asked 
Cattie, scomfully. 

"Sbe went into a convent — I believe sbe is in 
one in Paris; and I beard sbe would be tbe next 
abbess." 

"Was sbe pretty?" 

"Ob! beautiftil, my aunt said." 

"Fair or darkl" 

"A brünette — quite a brünette." 

"I suppose be took bis disappointment as be 
does everytbing, very easily." 

Yolande shook her bead, tben witb a sudden 
flasb of feminine instinct enligbtening her, sbe 
added, — 

"He was very little more tban a boy at that 
time. Really I don't believe be would ever bave 
married bad be not met you. His motber used to 
get dreadfully angry, because be would not. Sbe 
had given up all hope wben he spoke to her about 
you." 
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"What did he say?" 

"What I told you once beforo. He was veiy 
Stern: he said, if my aunt refosed her consent, he 
was resolved never to marry: that it was a chance 
for his happiness. I cannot remember the words, 
you know, bat something about his being sure of 
your caring for him, and its not being a mere made- 
up affair between two mothers.'* 

"Well, Yolande, I declare to you, upon my 
honoar, that I cared no more for him than I did for 
you, whom I had never heard of. It was a blander 
— a horrid blander." 

"Dear, dear; and he was so sore; and he ased 
to talk to me, which he never did before, of hov 
yoa woald show, how mach better English edacation 
was than French. He grew qaite merry at that 
time. What a pity!" 

"What's a pity?" asked Cattie sharply. 

"That yoa cannot care for him. He is not so 
handsome nor so pleasant as the yoang Englishman; 
bat if yoa tried jast to see what ü good in him — 
for he is not a bad man — and he might have been 
made wicked considering the way he h^ always 
been thwarted." i 

"Yolande!" here Cattie fixed her eyes i solemnly 
apon the Giantess, "yoa are the best and\great€6t 



1 



NO GHAHGE FOR THE BETTEB. 255 

goose in the world, bat don*t you ever tum against 
me. 

Yolande's eyes were füll of tears in an instant. 
"I love you better tban all tbe world. I shall bäte 
Armand himself if be makes you unbappy.'^ 

'^Tben begin at once to bäte bim, for be makes 
me miserable.*' 



For some weeks no incident broke tbe monotony 
of tbe lives of tbe de Jen^ay's. Cattie bad ber after- 
noon and evening receptions, sbe paid visits, drove 
to tbe Bois, went to balls, soir^es, concerts, and 
tbeatres witb tbe precision of an admirably regulated 
clock. Sbe speedily leamed tbe Jargon current in 
her World; a Jargon so admirably adapted to bide 
too great fulness or too great emptiness. Sbe would 
have gone tbe lengtbs of some of tbe young married 
women of ber own standing, but tbougb an apparently 
indifferent spectator of ber doings, tbe instant sbe 
approacbed tbe verge of an indiscretion de Jan9ay's 
band arrested ber. 

"You would make an admirable detective; wby 
don't you offer to be Prüfet de Police?" was ber 
angry speecb wben be prevented ber going to bear 
Tberesa sing. 

"Your affairs alone interest me," be replied. 
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**It did not need much detective talent to discover 
your evening^s plan. Your Mend, Madame d^Erbillon, 
boasted to me, not an hoar ago, that 70a were going 
together to TAlcazarl" 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Worse and Worse. 

A YEAR of marriage was gone by, and spring had 
returned again, giving Paris a more decided air of 
festivity than ever. No matter where you walked 
you foiind lovely gardens or platbands, or flower- 
ing shrubs. And what care bestowed on them all. 
An army of men constantly battling with dust and 
drought in tbeir behalf; and what a marvel it is 
to see those buge serpent-like böse playing barm- 
lessly among carriages, borses, and foot passengers, 
avoiding all damage, save to tbe enemies tbey are 
sent to lay low. Hyde Park is a noble sigbt in 
tbe beigbt of tbe season, a sigbt nnrivalled but a 
few years ago. Now, take your stand eitber in a 
balcony near tbe Are de TEtoile, or sit ander tbe 
trees in tbe Bois itself, and say if ever before you 
witnessed sucb a gatbering of equipages, and of 
sucb variety. For one great cbarm of tbis scene is, 
tbat you feel none are debarred from sbaring in it. 
Tbe bumble bired one-borse basket, or tbe dingy 
cab may roll alongside a ducal landau, and tbe 

Within an Act, ^ 
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dachesse not tum up her nose at the bourgeois 
Coming between the wind and her nobiHty, and the 
bourgeois, male or female, admire or quiz her grace 
and the other ladyships, often with a clear per- 
ception of what is good or bad taste. To walk or 
drive where they please is a liberty and equality 
the French insist on; if not, they have already paid 
pretty dearly for it; and they are ready to pay the 
same price again. 

Well, then, behold *the magnolias, and the lilacs, 
and labumums perfuming the air all round the 
Palais de Tlndustrie, and multitudes of carriages 
driving thither. This is the first day of the 
opening of the Salon, that is, of the Exhibition 
of Pictures. Madame Armand de Jen^ay bad gone 
thither with Madame d^Aiguillon. The two ladies, 
of course, first sought the works of their artist 
acquaintances. As in their search they passed 
from room to room, Cattie saw her husband Stand- 
ing, as it were, lost in thought before a large 
picture. She drew Madame d'Aiguillon in that 
direction. The subject of the picture which had 
fixed de JeuQay's attention was "The Taking^ of 
the Veil." The artist had chosen the moment when 
the novice Stands before the altar in a bridal dress. 
By chance the girl had black eyes and hair. Cattie's 
imagination was a flame in a minute. She laid her 
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band heavily on her husband^s arm, whispering, "re- 
calling the past with regret, so do II" and, without 
waiting a reply, she left him. 

If Cattie could only bave understood de Jen^ay's 
tbougbts, tbe despair witb wbicb be contemplated 
bis broken-up life, sbe must bave bent ber proud 
spirit. Notbing, notbing for bim to cling to but 
bard dry duty, witbout any tangible compensation. 
Because sbe saw bim sometimes smilc, becanse sbe 
occasionally beard bim speak cfieerfally, because 
be seemed to appreciate tbe beauties of art and 
nature , sbe did not believe tbat sbe bad disencbanted 
all tbings for bim. 

Tbis May was to be a memorable montb for 
Cattie. One moming Madame d'Aiguillon came to 
ber in great agitation, ber lips blae, ber eyes snnk 
in tbeir orbits, looking suddenly aged. "Can yon 
lend me some money?" sbe said, abruptly. "I must 
bave ten tbousand francs to-day." 

"I bave not tbe quarter of tbe sum," said Cattie; 
"but you can bave tbat." 

"As good as notbing. I bave unfortunately put 
my name to a bill. If it is protested, I sball be 
ruined. God knows wbat may be tbe consequences 
if it were to reaeb M. d'Aiguillon." 

"But Monsieur A., B., C," suggested Cattie^ 
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naming some of Madame d^Aigaillon^s most assiduous 
intimates. 

"Impossible! impossible! They would think — 
No; there^s no one I dare trust but you. Cannot 
jou ask your husband? Say that your dressmaker 
has sent in your bill. You could desire her to 
do it." 

"No. I cannot ask bim for money on false pre- 
tences. Wby may I not teil him tbe tmtb? With 
all bis fanlts, be is very liberal." 

Madame d^Aiguillon tbongbt for a little, tben 
Said, "And Mademoiselle de Kerouanne?" 

"Yolande? I am sure sbe cannot," said Cattie, 
still fancying Yolande dependent upon tbe de Jen- 
Qays. 

"If sbe would put ber name on tbe bill it would 
do, for every one knows sbe is wealtby." 

"Wealtby!" exclaimed Cattie, in utter astonish- 
meut. 

"Good beavens! yes. How could you miss 
knowing it?" 

"I did not know it; but if sbe can help, you 
may be sure sbe will." 

* 

"60, and ask ber at once, dear Countess; but 
swear ber to secresy," said Madame d'Aiguillon, too 
really troubled not to speak to tbe point in the 
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simplest phrase. '^If sbe can let me have the monej, 
it will be better tlian her endorsement." 

Cattie went to Yolande, and told her, after 
receiving her promise not to divulge what she was 
going to hear, that she required a large snm of 
money to lend to a friend. Would Yolande lend 
it? 

"Only say how mnch, my dear," said the gian- 
tess. 

With a little trembling of her voice, Cattie named 
the snm. 

"I will go and teil Armand to get it for me," 
said Yolande. 

Cattie's face feil. "Wait tili I know if that 
will do." 

When Madame d^Aignillon heard that de Jen^ay 
mast be applied to, she said, "Is that big woman 
capable of holding her tongue?" 

"For me, I belle ve she can and will do any- 
thing," was the reply. 

"Then we must try her; but make her promise 
solemnly not to betray me to the Connt." 

"She cannot, aslhave not mentioned yonr name." 

"Thank yon, thank yon; but don't lose precious 
time." 

Cattie retumed to Yolande, who, without any 
demor or uneasiness, immediately went to de JeiL<^«.^ 
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and stated her want of ten thousaDd francs as cooUy 
as though she had asked for a conple of napoleons. 

"My dear cousin, for what can jou require such 
a snm?^* inquired de Jen9ay, witb a painful snspicion 
that Cattie mnst be, in some way or other, concemed 
in such a demand. 

"I do not mean to teil 70U," was the straight- 
forward answer. 

" You are aware that you are asking for the whole 
of your next half-year's payment?" 

"What does that signify? I want it all now." 

"And you will not explain why?" 

"No." 

"And if I refuse to give it you?" 

"I shall get it from some one eise. Everybody 
knows I have money. I cannot see why you should 
hold back what is my own." 

"Because I am afraid, my good Yolande, that 
you are being made a tool of ; perhaps aiding in some 
unworthy deceit. What is right seldom clothes itself 
in mystery." 

"Right or wrong, I want and must have the 
money," said Yolande; her singleness of purpose 
more difficult to deal with than any amount of diplo- 
matic cunning. 

Armand went to his desk, and wrote an order 
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for tlie sum required, payable to Yolande. As he 
gave her the cheque, he said: — 

^^I shall do mj ntmost to come at the bottom of 
this business." 

"You know as much as I do, my cousin," re- 
tarned Yolande, as she seized the cheque. 

When Cattie took it to Madame d'Aiguillon, that 
lady said: — 

^^Mademoiselle Kerouanne must get it cashed 
herseif, and you, dear friend, will bring me the 
money. Eemember, unless I have it by four this 
aftemoon, it will be too late." 

When Yolande left de Jen9ay he rang for his 
man: — 

"Are there any visitors with Madame la Com- 
tesse?" 

The valet was not aware of any; he would go 
and inquire. He returned to say, 

"Yes, there was a lady who had not given her 
name." 

At breakfast de Jen^ay said, — 

"Who was your early visitor?" 

"A person on business." 

"May I beg to know her name?" 

"I do not choose to say. I told you the other 
day you had better go into the police." 

"You have a visitor. Yolande asks for a lar^e 
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Bum of money, and point blank refuses explanation 
to one she has hitherto trnsted as a brother. Can 
70U wonder at mj wishing to understand wbat all 
this means?" 

"I give 70U my word it in no way concems me,'' 
Said Cattie. 

"Then it no longer interests me," said de Jen^ay; 
"but as I am sure wbat Yolande bas done bas been 
by your reqnest, you must take care sbe does not 
suflPer." 

Toucbed by tbis confidence in ber word, Cattie 
once again feit a longing to confess ber sins and 
pray for pardon; bnt sbe was not now so sure tbat 
ber confession or ber prayer would be met with tbat 
forgiying tendemess of wbicb sbe could bave been 
confident six montbs ago. Had be not told ber tbe 
lover was lost, and sbe bad only to look to tHe stem 
busband? Ab! sbe was beginning to realise tbe 
immense space wbicb separated tbe two cbaracters. 
Eeason was making it clear to ber tbat sbe bad 
sacrificed ber bappiness to a miserable egodstieal 
pride. Had sbe bad any remorse in marrying bim 
witbout loving bim? Wby sbould sbe so resent bis 
motive — based at all events on kindliness? — wbile 
bers — bury it, bury it, deep out of sigbt. 

Cattie bad never been one to yield openly — sbe 
bad an unusual fand of resistance in ber: it was tbis 
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which npw stood in her way. She would have been 
thankful to let de Jen^ay see to the very bottom of 
her heart, but to lay it bare of her own accord was 
beyond her strength. 

At two in the aftemoon the Conntess and Made- 
moiselle de Keronanne drove to Madame d'Aiguillon^s 
door. 

"I shall not go up," said Cattie. "You carry her 
the money, — but don't stop; say I am in a hurry." 

The feeling of discomfort we all experience at 
the idea of meeting one who has brought us trouble, 
made Cattie unwilling to see Madame d'Aiguillon. 
Yolande was back in five minutes. 

"I gave it into her own hands," she said. "I am 
glad of it; for, poor thing, she seemed in great 
distress/V In the same breath the Giantess added, 
"I was not to let you forget that you wanted some 
fresh flowers for your hair this evening." 

"Oh, that horrid ball!" ejaculated Cattie. "I 
am so sick of Paris. I shall be ill, if we do not get 
away." 

"Let US go then. I am sure Armand will be 
glad, too; for he detests Paris." 

At dinner, Yolande said; — 

"Cattie is longing to go home." 

"You mean, I suppose, to La Gonesse. She hcÜ'' 
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only to name tbe day. Oar stay in Paris depends 
on her pleasure," replied de Jen^ay. 

"I will let you know to-morrow," replied Cattie. 

This was one of tbose idle speeches which, 
throngh some after circnmstänce, assume a cmel 
importance. There really was no reason why Cattie 
shonld have deferred her answer nntil the next day. 
We often hesitate in taking a decision, for no reason 
save that we are snrprised by being snddenly called 
on to do so. 

That evening, accompanied by de Jen9ay, she 
went first to the opera; they were to go from thence 
to a ball at the English ambassador's. Never had 
the Count seen his wife so pensive, or rather so ont 
of spirits, as on that occasion. Fond of mnsic, as 
he knew her to be, and an enthnsiastic admirer of 
Faure^s acting and singing, he feit sure that she 
scarcely heard or saw what was passing on the stage. 
She had forgotten her Company mask, and in the 
down droop of the lips and the circles round her 
eyes were signs of either physical or moral pain. 
Once attracted by his fixed gaze, she looked towatds 
him, and flushed crimson. 

"Are yon well enough to go to the ball?" he 
asked. 

"Perfectly, thank yon. Is not that the dear 
Dnke shooting ns with his binocle?" 
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In the enfr^ acte the Duke came into their box. 

"The lilies predominate over the roses this even- 
ing, dear lady," he said, seating himself opposite to 
Cattie. "Time to breathe a purer air. Why were 
you not at the Bois this afternoon? I believe the 
whole of Paris was there; no moving but at a foot 
pace. I stationed myself at the Eondpoint by the 
lake, and my opinion is that women have made a 
wager which of them shall be most preposterous." 

"Men have always blamed women's dress; they 
have done so from the time of the Jewish prophets 
down to the present moment," said Cattie. 

"Yes. I fancy mother Eve has been the least 
addicted to millinery of all her sex. But when do 
you leavö, fair lady?" 

"The day is not fixed, but soon." 

"I shall see you to-morrow, so sans adieu;" and 
as the curtain rose, the Duke retumed to bis orchestra 
stall. 

It was somewhere near eleven when the de 
Jen^ays left the Rue Lepeletier for the British 
Embassy. The rooms were at their füllest when 
they arrived. The crowd of fashionable men throng- 
ing the anteroom drew aside, as they always do 
when some reigning sovereign of beauty makes her 
appearance, and Monsieur and Madame de Jen^ay 
were able to make their way to the fair hoateoi^. 
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Cattie was immediately surronnded with petitioner 
after petitioner for quadrilles and waltzes. Among 
those unable to reach her was tall young Jack-^his 
impatience so unrestrained that de Jen^ay noticed it 

Cattie was bome off. It was jnst possible for an 
attentive onlooker to catch a sight of her flasbing 
past in tbe wbirling circle of dancers. Several men, 
with more or less piteous miens, were gronped about 
Thej were all grave hnsbands, in attendance on 
dancing wives. Leaves on tbe same tree are more 
dissimilar tban balls; see one, and jou bave seen 
all. Brilliant ligbts in one place, softened radiance 
in anotber; velvet, satin, ganze, flowers, jewels, em- 
broidered coats, and black ones, bands of music, 
bnffets, and conples spinning like tops, or langnidly 
moving tbrongb a qnadrille, and tbat is a ball. 

When a ball does become exciting is when two 
individnals meet wbo can meet nowbere eise. People 
wbo do not dance often discover tbese bappy conples ; 
de Jen^ay was one of those spectators tbis evening. 
By what we call tbe merest chance bis eye was on 
Cattie and on Jack tbe tall, as they were about to 
join tbe waltzers. He watched Jack bending low to 
wbisper to her, and tben he also distinctly saw tbe 
young man sHp sometbing into her band as she was 
about to place it on bis Shoulder. The act was swift 
and dexterous, but de Jen^ay had detected it. He 
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never lost sight of them; and his second discoverjr 
was that Cattie, while pretending to arrange lier 
bouquet, had put what slie had received into her left 
band glove. Suddenlj her saying that she wonld 
decide to-morrow when she would return to La Gonesse 
flashed into his mind, and he connected Jack^s action 
and that intended decision. 

Cattie was standing to recover breath, for Jack 
was a powerful waltzer, when she was startled by de 
Jenijaj saying, "As this is your last ball, grant 
me a turn," and, without waiting her reply, she 
found his arm round her waist, her band in his, 
and herseif whirling more rapidly than even with 
Jack. Had de Jen9a7 been seized with a sudden 
madness? Never had she seen him dance, or speak 
as if he had ever done so. At the end of five 
minutes, when they were near a door of egress, he 
said, "We will go home," and, still holding her left 
band, he led her away. He threw her cloak round 
her, without ever losing his hold. As soon as thej 
were in the carriage, she said, — 

"There is no necessity for holding me prisoner. 
You know that I have a paper in my glove; I have 
no intention to destroy it until I shall know the 
Contents." 

"Or until I do so also," he rejoined. 

"That depends," she replied. 
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"Take care what you do," he said. "Upon the 
next few minutes depends wbether or not we part 
for ever*/^ and he released her hand. 

Not another word passed between them dnring 
the long drive from the ßue Faubourg St Honorä 
and the Hotel de Jen9ay — not a word tili they were 
in her dressing-room. 

Cattie flung her cloak on a sofa, nnbnttoned, 
drew off her glove, and held the tiny roll of paper 
between her finger and thumb. 

"I do not know the contents, whatever they may 
be, it is not my secret. Now, if you doubt my word, 
if you read one line, I swear to you, I will leave 
i/au for ever more — threat for threat." 

All the pent-up passion and exasperation of 
weeks had found utterance in these words. She 
tpould come to some conclusion, cost what it might — 
she would not endure any longer this mute State of 
enmity. 

De Jen^ay's also long-suppressed feelings burst 
forth in this single sentence, "I can bear no more," 
he said; and tuming on bis heel, he left the room. 

Cattie had nerved herseif for a violent scene for 
anger — explanation — ah! yes — and for reconcilia- 
tion, but not for this sudden renunciation. "I can 
bear no more, I can bear no more," she went on 
repeating bis last words as if they had taken away 
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er reason. At last she rung the bell: "Francine," 
) her maid, "go and teil M. de Jen^ay I want to 
peak to bim — I am ill." 

Mademoiselle Francine came back witb a very 
mportant face. 

*'Well!" 

"Monsieur le Comte is not at home." 

**Get my clotbes oflF, and put me into bed — call 
l'olande." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Within an Ace. 

WiTH hard tearless sobs Cattie related to Yolande 
wbat had happened. 

"It was only a note from Madame d'AiguillonT— 
I have not an idea wLat is in it. Something I sup- 
pose about tbe money, for tbat great stupid young 
man said no one was to know tbe Contents. I got 
in a passion, I always do now witb de Jen^ay, I 
can't belp it — be sp^aks so coldly, as if he were 
master, and I can't stand it — be knows I can't, and 
be does it on purpose to drive me wild." Tben 
witb a new burst of sobs, "Ob! wbat sball I do 
— wbat am I to do?" 

"IUI go and bring bim back," said tbe Giantess 
sootbingly. 

"But wbere is be? If I only knew — so senseless 
to go away in tbat manner. Hold me, Yolande — 
tbe room is going round — I am dying — he is aH 
wrong — I do love;" and Cattie fainted away for tbe 
first time in her life. It was wbat people call a 
dead faint; and assuredly Cattie will never look 
more deatb-like wben her summons comes. 



WItHIN AN ACE. 273 

Yolande and Francine were terrified out of their 
wits. They clapped her hands — and bumed the end 
of a pen under the poor thing's nose — quite in vain. 
So at last they sent for a doctor — any doctor, the 
first at hand, and providentially they caught a sen- 
sible man. "The syncope," he said, "proceeded 
from mere exhaostion — Madame had probably 
danced too much*' (all the d^bris of a ball toilette 
were lying in sight) "and eaten too little." 

Escolapius had guessed rightly. Madame d'Aiguil- 
Ion and de Jen^ay had effectually taken away Cattie's 
appetite the day before, she had fainted from want 
of food and excessive excitement. The suflFering of 
the body, calmed for a little the suffering of the 
mind; but as food and repose restored the former, 
so soon did the travail of the latter recommence. 
Nothing would induce the Conntess to remain in 
bed. She was not going to appear as if she w^e 
trying to excite de Jencjay's pity. She must see the 
Duke. He was sent for, and Orders given that 
nobody eise should be admitted. 

"Madame, jai Thonneur de vous präsenter mes 
"^^ hommages," said the Duke Coming into the boudoir 
with his usual air of "un homme k succfes." 

To his amazement, the Countess burst into tears. 

"Eh! Eh! Eh! my poor lady — what is it then 
— ^what is it?" The Duke had the voice acLdtiÄ 

Wiihm m Jee, '^ 
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size of an ogre, bat the seeing a woman in tears, 
reduced bim to tbe condition of an ignominions foe 
for Tom Tbumb. "Wbat's wrong?" be asked in a 
quite gentle tone — patting tbe cold band of bis god- 
son's wife. 

"Armand is gone," and ber ander lip feil just 
as tbat of a cbild wbo is trying not to cry. 

"Diable! wbat bas taken bim away?" 

"We bave quarrelled." 

Tbe Duke sbook bis bead. "Bad babit. The 
best tbing yon can do is to run after bim, and kiss 
— and be friends." 

"I don*t know wbere be is — and it'is not only 
now — and perbaps be will never make it up." 

**God bless me! Witb your blue eyes and wbite 
skin, wbo could believe you to be sucb a little 
demon? But, dear lady, you must go to your bus- 
band, unless you can make bim come to you. Tbese 
sort of differences sbould not be allowed to get 
wind — be must bear reason. We canH bave all 
Paris inventing stories to account for your domestic 
squabbles — le diahle y met toujattrs la queue. They'll 
make out — well, never mind wbat — ^we must not 
let tbem bave tbe opportunity. Begin by giving 
immediate Orders to prepare for your retum to La 
Qonesse.^' 
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^^But, if Armand is there, and won't receiye 
me?" 

"But no — ^but no — he will do no such thing — 
he mtut do no such thing. He must keep his own 
secret. I did, for more jears than he counts. Ah! 
Madame Cattie, jonr sex are pretty tigresses. You 
move so softly, so gracefullj, and then comes a 
little claw here, and then there; and when you see 
the blood you have drawn, you faint, and swear you 
adore us; and we are bound to soothe and kiss your 
feet, and say, that to be told you love us, makes up 
for all. It is not good logic, dear lady. Men are 
bad enough, inconstant, profligate, — everything you 
will; but one thing they don't do. When they love 
a woman, they do not show their love by ill usage. 
They only ill use a woman when they are either in- 
different or tired of her. I am sorry for you, silly 
child — ^inward wounds do not heal easily." 

"Why do you say all this to me now? My 
heart is breaking — it hurts me horribly," and she 
pressed her band on her side. "Yes. I have been 
very, very foolish; but, if I had not loved him, I 
should not have behaved so ill.^' 

"Exactly," said the Duke, with a slow shake of 
the head. 

*^I was angry, for I found out he had asked me 
to marry him because he thought I loved him.'^ 



Mon 
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"Would you have had him do so because he 
thought you did not love him?" 

This view of the case had not presented itself to 
Cattie-, bat she had a true feminine tenacity. Sbe 
answered, — 

"No woman likes to be taken out of pity." 

/*No; you prefer to take men out of pity. 

Bieufaäsf *^y ™an, young or old, could help wo^ 
shipping sucfr^Lfy®^ *^ 7^^» ^^^® ^® believed yon 
had a grain of lifettS ^^^ himself I You could tum 
any masculine hea?V ^^"^ *^ *^ ^^^ ^^®^ ^*» 
who can ever teil? AimW''^^^^ ^^^^ ^' matter so that 
both love well ? " ^^^ 

*;What ßhall I do? what JtJ ^ ^^^" """^^ ^**' 
tie, in a new access of despair ^^ 

"I told you-go to La GoneslkJ ^/'^^ ^'' ' 
doubt that your husband is there ^Ä! ""' ''''^ 

the World will beHeye you have gonelf? ^""^ ^j 
Write to him, addressed there, by to-daJlL ^'''*' 
beg his pardon." ^^^ 

Cattie now mentioned the incident of tSCnf o 
"And it really is from Madame d'AlF^r' 
Ah-pardon me," as he met her look of hol 
nation. H 

"I have not opened it," she said. "Thl " 
lies, where I threw it last night" mtt 

"Keadj for your femme-de-chambtft-, Wt ^Jl 
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our husband. Well, read it now before me. You 
laj want advice, or a witness — heaven knows 
rhat." 

"If Armand could ever believe " 

The Duke interrupted her. 

"Ta, ta, ta! Of course he could, and would, and 
lould believe his own eyes. A strapping fellow, 
n Englishnjan, a born enemy, gives a man's wife a 
ote clandestinely, and she refuses to show it to her 
usband. Do you take de Jen^ay for a stick, a 
tone, a fish?" 

"I had given my promise." 

"Never give promises. You are married. You 
ught not to have secrets, particularly with young 
len. 

"It was not with a young man." 

"Pray, Madame la Comtesse, if you saw your 
usband receive a note from a lady of any ago be- 
iveen sixteen and sixty, and foirthwith hide it in his 
love, and refuse to show it to you — eh, what would 
ou think? what would you say? I should like just 
hear." 

"That's quite a different matter." 

"Exactly. Well, read this blessed note." 

"Hum!" was the interrogative sound, by which 
le Duke inferred, "Well, what do you think now?" 

"So stupid!" exclaimed Cattie. 
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*'I thought so. Madame d'Aigaillon is not tibe 
woman to trust anj human being with a line in her 
writing that could compromise her. May I ask what 
ehe did write?" 

Cattie held the scrap of paper towards him. 

He burst out langhing as he read alond, — 

'* 'Merci, bien ch^re amie. Je vais tont k fait bien. 

"* Tonte k vons, 

" * Clemencb d'Aiguillon.' 

Brava! brava! Was there ever so small a cause for 
so much mischief ? Enclose the note to Armand, I 
heg." 

"But I understand what it means, and he will 
guess that I do.*' 

**And what does it mean?" 

" That's just the trouble. I cannot give any ex- 
planation without Madame d'Aiguillon^s permission." 

'^She mtMt give the permission. I should like 
to teach that young Shack a lesson as to giving 
billets-donx to ladies before a thousand Gurions pairs 
of eyes." 

"But it is not a billet-doux," flashed out Cattie. 

"I see it is not, but those who only saw it given 
and have not read the contents? ah, ma ch^re, we 
must take care of appearances of wrong doing. Many 
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a woman has compromised herseif by neglecting to 
do so." 

"Are you going?" asked Cattie, anxiously. 

"Yes, dear lady; I have some business of my 
own. I will see you to-morrow. In the meantime 
write to Armand, he is not such a weak fool as I 
was, write and confess." 

So saying, the Duke made a hasty retreat, bat 
hasty or not, always with the same air of a conrtier 
bidding farewell to a royalty. He was resolved to 
arrange this matter, and to do so tamhowr hattant. 

Only one thing had the power seriously to annoy 
the Duke, or to make him lower his flag, and that 
was the world's dread tongue. He had said, with 
perfect truth, that for more than thirty years he had 
ßubmitted to daily torture, of that sort which consists 
in the constant falling of a drop of water on the 
head, and he had endured this rather than give him- 
self and his domestic troubles to be a public spec- 
tacle. Ho was now prompted to interfere first, be- 
cause the de Jen9ays were nearly related to him, 
belonged to his class, and were members of that 
remnant of Royalists who identified their own re- 
spectability with that of the cause they upheld. The 
Duke had also an affection for de Jen^ay, who had 
played round his knees, esteeming him perhaps even 
more than he liked him; just the contrary of his 
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sentiments for Cattie, who attracted him, queerly 
enougb, by reminding him of bis Ducbesse. Tbat 
silly person bad been tbe one passion of bis life. 
For all tbese reasons combined, bat principallj from 
tbe downright goodness of bis beart, be was resolved 
to reconcile tbese young people. 

Tbe pressing business he bad pleaded to Cattie 
was to see Madame d'Aiguillon. In very courteous 
guarded pbrases be gave tbat clever lady nevertbeless 
distinctly to anderstand tbat at all risks tbe mystery 
of tbe note of tbe evening before must be cleared 
up. Her quick-witted messenger, — be congratulated 
ber in a parentbesis, on tbe cboice sbe bad made, — 
bad so cleverly managed tbe delivery of her mes- 
sage, as to give it a very nnpleasant colour in de 
Jen^ay^s eyes, and tbe dear Comtess, a slave to ber 
Word, bad refosed tbe explanation necessary for con- 
jugal peace. Now be, tbe Duke, never doubting 
Madame d*Aiguillon^s generosity, greatness of beart, 
readiness for self-sacrifice, devotion to ber friends, 
(if bis Beignewrie conld bave called to mind any otber 
perfections be would bave attributed tbem to tbe 
lady be was speaking to); never doubting all tbese 
qualities, be entreated ber to release Madame Cattie 
from ber promise of secresy. "Poor little woman!" 
be concluded; "sbe is breaking ber beart. Sbe adores 
ber busband." 
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"Ah! sbe never told me that I should not have 
uessed it." 

"Not guessed it! Ah, madame, with your super- 
atural powers of penetration, your knowledge of 
le human heart, you had not guessed that!'*'* 

Madame d^Aiguillon smiled. 

"Monsieur le Duc, finding my moral nature in- 
^nsible, directs his battery against my vanity as 
uthor." 

"As you will; but, ch^re dame, take pity on 
lese foolish children, help us to avoid a scandal." 

"I have a weakness for your Madame Cattie. 
he has more manly regard for truth than the 
enerality of women. She won't lie to save her life. 
•he is proud . . ." 

"Oh, as to that, infemally so!" said the Duke, 
otto voce, 

"And," went on Madame d'Aiguillon, "she Stands 
y her friends when they want her. I don't con- 
ider the Count as a man capable of developing her 
ood qualities. He evidently expects to be himself 
iken on trust, afraid lest any expansion or mani- 
3station of his feelings should lower his dignity, 
refers to wrap his mantle round him, and to hide 
is pleasure or his pain, that no one can take part 
1 either. He makes me always think of a person 
rho looks at his-fellow creatures through the wrong 
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end of the telescope. Had you assnred me his w 
hated him, — I should if I were her, — I should ha 
thought it qnite natural/^ 

" What would you have? It's one of the amia1 
inconsistencies of your adorable sex to love nnr 
sonably." 

"You and I ought to be friends, Monsieur le Du 

"On account of the unreasonableness of such 
alliance? However, let us try." 

"Give me the opportunity," urged the lady. 

"With transport." 

"You hypocrite! I pity the woman or won 
who ever placed their afiPections on you." 

"Ah, dear lady, when I had once known wl 
it was to be loved! — ma foi, I never wished to 
peat the experiment" — he caught himself up, — " 
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"You forget Monsieur d'Aiguillon." 

"True; but we may entertain a platonic atta 
ment," and he gallantly kissed Madame^s hand. 

"I see you are determined to make me sacrii 
myself," she said. 

"I see that you are resolved to do so," he 
tumed. 

"But how?" 

"You alone can teil." 

She turned to her desk and wrote a few lines: 
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"There, give that to the turtle-doves." 

"Do you permit me to read wbat you have 
written?" 

"Well, yes; you are too preux Chevalier to di- 
vulge a woman^s secret." 

The Duke laying his hand where he snpposed 
his heart to be, opened the paper and read: — 

"Dear Comtbssb, 
"You may own to your husband that the money 

you induced Mdlle. de K to lend, was for me, 

and that my note was to assure you that I had ar- 
ranged the affair. First I did one stupidity, and to 
remedy that, committed a secohd — applied for help 
to a woman in love with her husband. 
"For the future, your wiser 

"Clemence d'Aigüillon." 

"Admirable!" exclaimed the Duke. "See what 
it is to have two ideas in a head. Killing two 
birds with one stone in the most elegant manner/* 
Again he kissed Madame d^Aiguillon^s hand and 
retreated from her presence with the grace peculiarly 
his own. 

He placed Madame d^Aiguillon^s note in an 
envelope, sealed it with his ducal seal, — having 
quarterings enough to have satisfied any German 
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M. C., — and sent it to the Comtesse. The Duke 
carried his caution not to excite attention, so far, as 
not twice to call at the Hotel de Jen^ay in one äa,j 
during the Count's absence. 

In the interim, Cattie had given Orders to have 
everything prepared for her going to La Gronesse the 
next day. 

Once only did the Giantess make any Observation 
on what was passing, and that was to say, "If I 
were you, dear cousin, I would leave Armand to get 
ont of his sulks" {bouderie is the prettier Frencb 
Word,) "you are going to spoil him." 

"Oh, my dear Yolande! tili now I have never 
tried to do what I should, and you would dissuade 
me from beginning. When will you open your 
eyes?" 

The Giantess obeyed the last injunction very 
literally, but saw not a whit the clearer. 

When Cattie received Madame d^Aiguillon^s 
second note, she believed that all her troubles would 
soon be at an end. Armand would confess that he 
also had been wrong. She would then ask his 
pardon, and promise (ohi that she would) to be kind 
and good, to make his life happy. Had he not once 
Said that she could do so if she would? Well, she 
would; and — ^yes — he should see into her heart, even 
though she had always heard it said it was not safe 
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to let a man know how much he was loved. With 
happier reveries than had perbaps ever been hers, 
sbe lay awake half that night. However easy Cattie 
found it to make peace with her conscience, she was 
to be forced to learn that there is no escape from the 
pnnishment of evil acta. "The labourer is worthy 
of bis hire," Stands valid for our good or bad labour. 

Towards moming she had just fallen asleep 
wben she was startled by Francine's voice, saying, 
"Monsieur le Cur^, from La Gonesse, was in the 
dining-room, very anxious to see Madame la Com- 
tesse." 

Cattie jumped out of bed. Nothing but a mis- 
fortune could have brought her such a visit at such 
an hour. De Jen^ay was dead; he had been killed 
in a duel, or he had killed himself, and it was her 
doing. 

With the shivering calm of despair she let Fran- 
cine dress her-, an Operation the femlne de chambre 
performed for the first time in her career in an un- 
broken silence. She feit that there was trouble, and 
heaven alone knew of what kind. Of what enormity 
could Madame have been guilty, to send away her 
husband, and bring M. le Cur^? was a question so 
busying Francine's brain as to stop her active little 
tongue. Cattie only spoke once — when she refused 
a peignoir and asked for a Walking dress. 
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In the huge dining-room, lofty in proportion to 
its breadth and length, was the Cor^, looking shorter 
than ever by comparison. He had that unkempt look 
which belongs to travellers by night His chin was 
blne as Blne Beard's, and the red of his cheeks was 
toned down to a dingy purple. His whole air was 
limp. 

As soon as the Countess entered, he began an 
elaborate apology for disturbing her at so unseemly 
an hour. 

**Tell me at once why you have come," she said, 
impatiently. 

^^I have brought a letter from Monsieur le 
Comte . . . ." 

She snatched it out of his hands, tore it open 
with the fierce haste that belongs tb love or hate, 
and read as foUows: — 

*'You anderstand the necessity of some commu- 
nication between us-, that, in fact, after the lata 
occurrence, we mnst come to some Solution of our 
Situation. '^ 

"Some months ago you said we had better i^pa- 
rate, and I drew back from the proposal. It is now 
my tum to say that it will be the only wise thin| 
for US, if we wish to- preserve our self-respect. Of 
all things abhorrent to my nature, it is violence in a 
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woman; and, alas! to that you have more than once 
resorted, in the quarreis you have forced on me. 

"It is only by what we can accomplish that we 
learn our own powers. I have failed in all my efforts 
to make you happy, even contented. My character 
tries your patience. I regret it. But characters are 
neither formed by sudden explosions, nor do they 
change from day to day. It is the sense that what 
I am I shall remain, which fortifies me in my present 
resolution. The very sight of me irritates you. You 
are too impatient, too thorough in all your feelings, 
to bear your disappointment quietly. I can do 
nothing eise for you than relieve you of my presence. 
Perhaps, when you have measured yourself with the 
difficulties of life, you will be less exacting; you 
will grow more indulgent; you will learn to pardon 
me for not being the hero of perfection you had 
dreamed of. 

"I confess I was too hasty the other evening. 
It is the last pound that breaks the cameFs back; 
the last drop that makes the glass overflow. I have 
been wretched for months, and because I have made 
HO moan, you closed your eyes to my sufltering. I 
leave you, then; not because I doubt your prudence, 
"but to give US both time to recover our tranquillity, 
to give US both time for reflection. 

^^You are young to be left alone; but I wish ta 
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give 70U this proof of confidence, to make amends 
for the appearance of suspicion with which yon were 
justly offended. I go, because I said truly, 'I can 
bear no more.' I trust yon to yonrself, leaving you 
tbe hononr of my name as a sacred deposit I liave 
written to beg the Duke to take tbe place of a father 
to you: you will apply to bim in any difficulty. Ab 
for pecuniary arrangements, you will find a credit at 
my banker*s for a bundred tbousand francs per annnm. 
You will bave La Gonesse and tbe apartment in 
Paris as rcsidences. I make no restrictions; but it 
would please me did you avoid all watering-places. 
It is tbere tbat tbe protection of a busband is more 
tban ever necessary. Let Yolande remain witb you. 
In tbe first instance I go to my motber; — sbe must 
be made to understand our Situation. After tbat, I 

sball probably go Heaven knows wbere! God 

keep you. 

"Armand de Jen^ay." 

It seemed as if Cattie read tbe letter at a glance. 

"Is be gone?" sbe asked; every feature con- 
vulsed witb tbe effort to form tbe words. 

"Not yet, Madame. Monsieur le Comte charged 
me to bring tbat letter to you to-morrow. Pauvre 
cb^re, Madame/^ added tbe little man, taking ber 
band, bis eyes glistening like two black beads, with 
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the tears Standing in them. "Courage, ch^re 
Madame; I took the midnight train that Madame 
might have more time." 

Even if de Jen9ay had surrounded the Situation 
with secresj, priests have the instinctive penetration 
of women, and the Cur^ had jumped to the con- 
clusion of a quarrel hetween Monsieur and Madame 
which might perhaps be made up if thej met. The 
jollj little man had small faith in letters 'as peace- 
makers, and a great belief in the power of a loved 
voice, — so off he had come to Paris. 

"What can I do?" asked Cattie, downstricken. 

"If Madame could reach La Gonesse to-day." 

"I am ready. Let us go. Come, — come at once." 

She rang the bell. 

"I am going home with Monsieur le Cur^. Fetch 
a coach. No, no; not the carriage. Quick." 

"But Madame must have some breakfast," ex- 
postulated Francine. 

"Nonsense; I don't want any." 

"But Monsieur le Cur^ must eat something," — 
making significant signs to the priest to accept the 
offer. 

"A cup of coffee and a crust of bread, made- 
moiselle,^^ he said, in obedience to the signals. 

"A cup of coffee and a crust of bread,' ^ repeated 
the Countess mechanically. 

Within an Ace. ^^ 
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They did succeed in making her swallow some 
moutliMs. 

"We shall be too late. I know we shaD." 

And she hurried them away, saylng thej wonld 
go and meet the coacb. 

*^ Madame la Comtesse est malade/' explained 
the Cnr^ to the guard, as a reason for asking for a 
compartment to themselves. 

"There are always so many ladies ill," muttered 
the official, but he pocketed the fee, a^ granted the 
request. 

It was not tili the train was in motion that any 
one remembered the G-iantess. And it was only 
Francine who exclaimed, ''^Tiens! et Mademoiselle 
de Kerouanne/' 

Cattie made an impatient gesture, but it had no 
reference to poor Yolande. "How slow this train 
is!'* she exclaimed; and yet it was the express, 
which at times seemed actually leaping forward. 
How the poor thing's hands worked; never still an 
instant. How she kept looking at her watch. She 
asked twenty times — nay, nearer fifty times — "You 
don't think he will be gone." And the Cur^ , with 
never- varying patience, would reply, "I trust in Grod 
Monsieur le Comte has not changed bis plans. He 
was not to leave before this evening." 

Cattie's former kindness to the good little parish 
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priest, like bread thrown on the waters, was now 
retuming to her. 

All of a sudden a horrible idea seized on the 
Countess. 

"He will hear you are gone, and he will leave 
the sooner to avoid me." 

Bat the most innocent of. priests was not withont 
some of the guile of the serpent. 

"That is not likely. I swore Brigitte on the 
Gospels to ^ep mj going secret; to make any 
excuse her wit or natural propensitj to lying could 
invent; and I shall be back for the salut" 

The reader must remember that it was May — 
the month of Mary — ^when there is Service every 
evening. 

Presently the rumbling tick, tick, tack — tick, 

tick, tack — of the engine began to take effect on 

Cattie^s nerves. It seemed to her as if she heard the 

pealing notes of a great organ — only four notes — and 

in and out among them jostled the Duke's words of 

the day before, just as she had often heard in Catholic 

churches the priest's voice now mingling, now rising 

above, now overpowered by the accompanying music: 

'*You torture us, and we must be happy and satis- 

fied, if you only say you love us. It is not good 

logic, madame/' Pell mell, baekwards and forwards, 

always the same four notes, and always the same 

IS* 
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bürden. With a cry of impatience she exclaimed, 
"If that sound goes on, it will drive me mad." 

Francine could not hear any particular noise. 

"Madame was feverish, — it was all the not 
haying taken any breakfast.'* 

"I see the church tower of St. Blaize/' annonnced 
the Cur^, at the end of the fonrth hour. 

"Find a carriage at once; say I must have fonr 
horses, Monsieur le Cur^." 

Luckily as they reached the Station, there was 
a hired carriage bringing passengers for the train. j 
The Cur^ at once secured it. 

"The horses are streng and fresh, Madame, and 
we shall lose time by waiting for a second pair." 

The worn-out Cattie yielded, saying, — 

"Proinise him any money if he will drive fast" 

Once in the carriage she covered her head and 
face with a shawl, and lay back motionless. She 
was feeling too keenly for any regulär thinking; in 
fact her whole being was merged in one great desire, 
to see her husband. She did not go beyond that 

On the road they met one of the Coont^s seryants 
on horseback. 

"Is Monsieur le Comte at home?'' shonted ihe 
Cur^. 

"Surely, Monsieur le Cur^," shouted back die 
man. 
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"Poor dear Madame," muttered the Cur^, as Le 
saw the mnffled form in front of him quiver as with 
an electric shock. 

At the loud resounding tread of the horses over 
the bridge and under the old archwaj, Cattie sat 
np, threw oflF her coverings, and said, — 

"Go and teil him." 

"Ah! true, true!" and in another instant the 
round little figure, the soutane and sash flying in- 
decoronslj, first to this side and then to that, rushed 
across the great entrance court. "Madame is Com- 
ing — Madame is here! Oh, monsienr! Madame is 
half dead!" 

That was how the Cur^ announced his wife's 
arrival to de Jen^ay, who, hearing the unexpected 
sound of wheels, had come out to the perrm, 

"You must go to her, Monsieur le Comte," con- 
tinued the Cur^, urging his injunction by laying a 
hand on de JeuQay's arm. "Pauvre ch^re dame — 
pauvre ch^re dame." The tired-out, agitated Cur^ 
was crying like a baby. God bless him and all 
kind hearts like his, 

De JeuQay went to the carriage and lifted Cattie 
out. As he carried her up the steps and up the 
stairs, she let her head rest on his Shoulder as it 
had never yet done. He laid her on the drawing-room 
sofa-, but as he withdrew his arms, she cbiiv^l<^ \ixssL, 
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"You will not go, Armand — you must not go. 
I can bear anything but tbat. Oh! stupid — stupid 
me!^' and then there followed such a tumult of 
words. "It is not good logic — the Duke told me 
it was not. No; I will never, never again! I am 
not to expect you to be satisfied because I say I 
love you; but I do! Yes, I was proud; it was pride 
— pride. Don't go away, don't! I am humble, veiy 
humble." 

"I will do what you wish, go or stay," said de 
Jen9ay, in a broken voice. 

*^I won^t be soothed; he called me a tigress. 
Be angry, only don't go away." 

^*I am not angry. I am willing to stay; but if 
you wish to prove that you love me, you will try to 
be calm." 

"I am calm;" and she sat up and looked for 
a minute earnestly at him. Then she hid her face 
in her hands and wept bitterly. What was it she 
had seen in his countenance? Alas, alas! onfy 
pain. 

"Try and rest," he said. "Will you let me 
carry you to bed." 

"No, not for worldsl Oh, Armand! love me « 
little." 

"Foolish child. I love you more than you do- 
serve." 



■ 
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A pleasant ending, but, as the Duke said, "not 
logical." 

No one with any experieace would believe that 
de JenQay went back from this hour to the hopes, 
tbe charm, the confidingness of the first months of 
bis marriage — the happy days at Borne. A long 
illness is generally followed by a long convalescence. 
There is an analogy between mental and bodily 
suffering. We do not recover fronj the one or the 
other with a bound. 

It is to ease the writer's conscience, to make her 
certain that she does not lead the yonngest of her 
readers into error, that she adds, that Cattie had a 
long and an arduous task thoroughly to reconquer 
de JenQay's heart. The free gift she had thrown 
away, she had to give years of self-discipline now 
for its purchase. Many were her hours of despair, 
her days of hopelessness. The world saw nothing 
save what indicated peace and harmony. It was not 
kindness nor respect she missed; but she often 
caught the doubting glance, the uneasy expectation, 
detected the incomplete confidence. But Cattie had 
the virtues of her defects. She had Will, and she 
leamed how to make it a useful servant. She had 
never forgot that she had been within an ace of 
losing the game. Sh'e never lost the knowledge she had 
acquired, that it would have been better never Jplayed. 
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It was quite four years after that troubled return 
to La Gonesse, that the Duke received a letter from 
bis godson, which ended thus: 

"Cattie and the two boys were waiting for 
me at the gate. I assure you to see her dancing 
the baby, and to feel your big godson pulling at 
my coat to be kissed, was very pleasant. My wife 
bids me say, you must come soon, for she cannot 
be quite happy without you; she wams you not to 
delay, otherwise Yolande will not leave one of the 
Deodera nurslings you sont us standing. With the 
most affectionate sentiments. 

"Your grateful godson, 

"Armand de jENgAY." 

"P.S. — My mother is again at Borne, and wo 
are expecting a whole cafavaa^of^cotch friends." 
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